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Rates of Alvartising in Vanity Fair 


On the 2d and 15th pages, bs cts. per line each insertio a 
On the 16th page 

On the 1st page $1 00 “ = 

#*s A liberal deduction made in the case of standing 
advertisements. 





PURIFY THE BLOOD. 
— VEGETABLE LIFE PILLS. 
AND 
PH@NIX BITTERS. 


The high and envied celebrity which these pre-emi- 
nent Medicines have acquired for their invariable effi- 
cacy in all the diseases which they profess to cure, has 
rendered the usual practice of puffing not only unneces- 
sary, but unworthy of them. They are known by 
their fruits ; their good works testify for them, and 
they thrive not by the faith of the credulous. 


IN ALL CASES OF 
ASTHMA, ACUTE and CHRONIC RHEUMATISM, 
AFFECTIONS of the BLADDER and KIDNEYS, 
BILIOUS FEVERS and LIVER COMPLAINTS. 


In the South and West, where these diseases prevail, 
they will be found invaluable. Planters, farmers and 
others, who once use these Medicines, will never after- 
wards be without them. 


COSTIVENESS, COLDS & COUGHS, CHOLIC. 


DYSPEPSIA.—No person with this distressing disease 
should delay using these medicines immediately 

Eruptions of the Skin, Erysipelas, Flatulency. 

FEVER AND AGUE.—For this scourge of the western 
country these medicines will be found a safe, speedy 
and certain remedy. Other medicines leave the system 
subject to a return of the disease—a cure by these 
medicines is permanent. Try them, be satisfied, and 
be cured. 


Foulness of Complexion, 
General Debility, 


Gout, Giddiness, Gravel, Headache of every kind, 
Inward Fever, Inflammatory Rheumatism, Impure 
Blood, Jaundice, Loss of Appetite. 


MERCURIAL DISEASES.—Never fails to eradicate 
entirely all the effects of Mercury infinitely sooner 
than the most powerful preparation of Sarsaparilla. 


PILES-——The original proprietor of these medicines 
was cured of Piles of 35 years standing by the use of 
these Life Medicines alone. 

Pains in the head, side, back, 
organs. 

RHEUMATISM.—Those afflicted with this terrible 
disease will be sure of relief by the Life Medicines. 


limbs, joints, and 


Scrofula, or King’s Evil, in its worst forms, Ulcers of 
every description. 


Worms, of all kinds, are effectually expelled by these 
Medicines. Parents will do well to administer them 
whenever their existence is suspected. Relief will be 
certain. 


THE LIFE PILLS AND PHCENIX BITTERS 
PURIFY THE BLOOD, 
and thus remove all disease from the system. 
WM. B. MOFFAT, Proprietor, 
335 Broadway, N. Y. 





| = hhc THOMPSON & CO., 


Commission Mlerchants 

FOR THE SALE OF 
COTTON, 

TOBACCO, 
FLOUR, 
GRAIN, 
PROVISIONS, 
WHISKEY, 
AND PRODUCE GENERALLY. 
NO. 6 CAMDEN STREET, 


Baltimore, Md. 
kee Liberal Cash advances made on Consignments. 





W aaerionARS ROYAL QUARTO 
DICTIONARY, 


ILLUSTRATED. 
THE TWENTY-FIFTH THOUSAND IN PRESS. 
THE EXECUTIVE PRINTING, 
THE DEBATES OF CONGRESS, 


THE OFFICIAL RECORDS OF THE SENATE 
AND HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 
OF THE UNITED STATES, AND THE 
PUBLICATIONS OF THE SMITHSONIAN INSTITUTE, 
To conform in Orthography to 


WORCESTER’S QUARTO. 


In accordance with certificates of 

Joun Heart Esq., SUP. PUBLIC PRINTING ; 

Hon. J. W. Forney, CLERK H. R., U.S. ; 

Jos. MatrinGLy Esg., FOREMAN CONGRESSIONAL GLOBE ; 
Con. W. Hickey, Cur CLERK SENATE, U. S. 

Jouy C. FirzpaTrick , CLERK ACcTs. SENATE, & Ss. 
B. G. DANIELS Esq. , Currk Accts. ~ ae 

Hon. Puiu F. THOMAS, Com. PATENTS ; 

Wiiuam E. Jitison Esq. , LipRARIAN PATENT OFFICE ; 
Pror. Jos, Henry, SEc., SMITHSONIAN INSTITUTE ; 

The lapse of a few months will be sufficient to estab- 
lish Worcesrer’s Dicrionary as the acknowledged 
standard of reference among the scholarsof England 
and America.—London Literary Gazette, Feb. 11, 1860. 

Letters of similar purport have been receiv: ed from 
the following eminent English philologers, viz. CuaRLEs 
Ricnarpson, the venerable author of Richardson’s 
Dictionary. HERBERT COLERIDGE, SEC. Philolegical Soci- 
ety, RicuarD C. TRENCH, B. H. Smart, and also from 
Rev. Dr. Boswortu, Prof. Anglo-Saxon at Oxford Uni- 
versity, who says: 

‘*In short, it is the most complete and practical, the 
very best as well as the cheapest English Dictionary that 
I know, and I have, therefore, no doubt of its success.’’ 
From Hon. Georce P. Marsa, late Minister to Constanti- 

nople, and author of Lectures on the English Lan- 

guage. 

I have examined the new edition of Dr. Worcester’s 
Dictionary with care, and have formed a very favorable 
opinion of its merits. 

The principal points to be aimed at ina hand-diction- 
ary are accuracy in orthography and orthoepy—the 
written and spoken form of words. 

Precision and distinctness in definition. 

Fulness in vocabulary, and truth in historical etymol- 


’ 


ve 

SThe work of Dr. Worcester is unquestionably much 
superior to any other general Dictionary of the language 
in every one of these particulars, and it is therefore, 
entitled to rank first among the existing helps to a com- 
plete knowledge of English philology.” 

SWAN, BREWER, & TILESTON, 
131 amare seat Boston. 


O INVENTORS. THE PROPRI- 

ETORS OF THE “ PRACTICAL MECHANIC ”’ invite 
the attention of Inventors to their facilities for pro- 
curing Patents in the United States and all foreign 
countries, and to their arrangements for the trans- 
action of all business of every nature in any way re- 
lating to Patents. 

They prepare applications for the Patent Office, fur- 
nishing all the necessary papers, together with the 
drawings required,and, if desired by the applicant, the 
models also, They will give to their cases their per- 
sonal attention before the Department at Washington, 
and will spare no efforts which long experienee in this 
class of business can suggest, to secure the amplest 
protection to the rights of their clients. Parties who 
intrust applications to their charge may rely upon re- 
ceiving prompt attention and faithful services—care 
being taken. especially, not only that Patents shall, if 
possible, be obtained, but that, when obtained , they 
shall cover something of substantial value. 

They have located at Washington a careful and ex- 

rienced Agent, and one of their nnmber is at the 

Patent Office at short intervals, so that Inventors can 
be saved the journey to Washington, and by applying 
to this office will find their business attended to as 
promptly and faithfully as if they were present. 

The fees charged in all snch cases will be moderate. 

The litigation of Patents in the Courts ,Infringements 
Injunctions, etc., will recieve special care. 

We are prepared to take charge of contested cases of 
every description. 

Particular attention paid to Rejected Applications, 
Applications for Additional Improvements, Re-issues, 
Interferences, and Extensions of Patents. 

Advice as to the patentability of Inventions cheerful 
ly given. 

Examinations made at the’ Patent Office under our 
own supervision ; and all business relating to Patents 
transacted promptly and skilfully. 

Models and Drawings carefully prepared. 

Terms moderate. 


Address, 





BENJAMIN GARVEY & CO. 
New Yor«Ciry. 


PHILADELPHIA AND NEW YORK LINES. 


1860. SPRING ARRANGEMENT. 1860. 


NEW YORK LINES. 

The Camden and Amboy and Philadelphia and Tren- 
ton Railroad Company’s Lines from Philadelphia to 
New York and Way Places, from WALNUT STREET 
WHARF will leave as follows, viz : 


FARE. 
At6 A. M., via Camden and Amboy, Cc. + A. de- 
* commodation $2 25 
At 6 A. M., via Camden and Jersey City, N J. Ac- 
*commodation — - - 2 2 
At 9 A. M., via Camden and Jersey City, Morning 
fail - 3 00 
At 11 A. M., by Steamboat, via Tacony and Jersey 
‘city, W estern Express < 00 
At 121-2 P. M., via Camden and Ausboy Acco m- 
modation - - 2 25 
At2 P. M., via Camden ont Amboy C. &. A. Ex- 
ress - - 3 00 
At4P.M., by Steamboat via Tacony. and Jersey 
’ City, Evening Express - - 3 00 
At 4P. M., by Steamboat via Tacony and Jersey 
"City, 2d Class Ticket - 2 25 


At 6 P. M., via Camden and Jersey City, Ev pening 
Mail -3 
At 11P. M., via Camden and Jersey City Southern 
ai - 25 
ALS P.M.,v via Camden and Amboy ’ Accommoda- 
tion—F’ wait and I Rae, ‘aie Class 
Ticket, - 225 
2d Class Ticket - - 150 


The 6 P. M. Mail Line runs daily. The 11 P. M. 
Southern Mail, Saturdays excepted. 


THROUGH LINES FROM NEW YORK. 
LEAVE PIER NO. 1 NORTH RIVER. 


At6 A. M., via Amboy and Camden, C. & A. Ac. $2 
At 2 P. M., via Amboy and Camden,C. & A. Ex. 3 
At 1 P. M., via Amboy and Camden, Ac., Ist class 2 2% 
Do. do. do. do 1 75 
Ati P. M., via oe and Camden, Ac., Ist class 2 
Do. 0. do. 2d class 1 
LEAVE sae FOOT OF COURTLAND STREET. 
At 7 A. M., via Jersey City & Camden, W. & S. Ex. 3 00 
At 9 A. M., via Jersey City & Camden, Morn. Mail. 3 00 
At Il A. M., via Jersey City & Tacony, Fxpress 3 00 
At 11 A.M, via Jersey City & Tacony,2d = 2 25 
At 12 M., via Jersey City and Camden, N J. 2 25 
At 4 P. M., via Jersey City & Tacony, pees 8 00 
At 6 P. M., via Jersey City & Camden, Mail, 3 00 
The 6 P. M. Mail Line runs daily, all others Sundays 
excepted. 


Fifty pounds of baggage only, allowed each Pas- 
senger. Passengers are prohibited from taking any- 
thing as baggage but their wcaring apparel. All bag- 
gage over fifty pounds to be paid for extra. The 
Company limit their responsibility for baggage to One 
Dollar per pound, and will not be liable for any amount 
beyond $100, except by special contract. 





From the New York Daily Times. 


The Saturpay Pressis the ablest of the literary week 
lies, and almost the only one which possesses any very 
salient peculiarities of character and tone 


ae N. ¥. SATURDAY PRESS, 


THE BEST LITERARY PAPER IN THE COUNTRY, 
es 
18 PUBLISHED AT 


No. 9 Spruce Street, New-York. 
PRICE : 
$2 00 a year; 5 Cents a Single Number. 
TERMS OF ADVERTISING. 


Ten Cents a line for the first two insertions ; Five 
Cents a line for every subsequent insertion. 


NO PUFFING. 


Advertisers will please bear in mind that no arrange- 
ments whatever can be made with them for editorial 
notices. 





N. B.—All communications should be addressed to 


HENRY CLAPP, Jr., 





Office of The N. ¥. Saturday Press, 
No. 9 SPRUCE STREET, N. ¥ 
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THE TELEGRAPH TOUR 
OF BROADWAY SPUYTENTUYFEL 
AND HIS COUSIN, 


PEYTONA RANDOLPH DE ACCOMAC. 





Up tue Mippie, Down THE Sipes, AND CRIss-Cross THE WHOLE 
Maniresr DEsTINATION OF THE UNIVERSAL AMERICAN CONTINENT. 





No pent up cuticle contracts our powers, 
For all we want we'll grab—and call it ours. 


CAPE BAY. 


CHAPTER IV. 


ONG rings at Col- 
umbia House Cape 
May, as in similar 
colleges all world 
over, to awaken 
dreamers to dinner 
or devotion,and with 
same happy effect— 
chorus of awakening 
growls, groans and 
‘get up Isay!’ heard 
all a'tong entry 
throug’ ventilators. 
RanpDotpo turned 
out, resplendent 
toilette, dressed as if 
getting ready for the 
Day of Judgment, 
and expected to be 
saved by his clothes. 
Looking over my 
own trunk found a 
. lotof old dinner bills 
—cartes @ manger—from Gramercy Park, Girard and other Houses. 

Slipp d’em into my pocket—don’t know why—found out though 

eventually. 

Got dewn early—find Fiinpers cool as a cloud, zrial as an angel 
—De Broom with her—both fresh, flowing, sparkling in abundant 
Organdy dresses—dainty as flowers turned upside down with fair 
young faces for the belle-handles. Fiinpers ‘‘ don’t care for dress ;’ 
don’t talk about it much, likes fun better—aunt FLInDERs says 
there’s no getting her to go shopping—when ordered 'o get new 
duds says ‘oh well!—get me same as Lucy's.” Yet she always 
looks well dressed ; always is, always will be a real nice girl. Just 
so—though her nose and one ear are at present sunburnt red and 
her hair which rolls back in a curly tangle, falls every morning over 
a fresh shade of brown laid on her neck the day before. 

Talk in the parlor with her while Dz Broom touches piano. Acci- 
dentally pulled out old dinner-bills—Fuinpers catches sight, 
secures them all. Don’t know what’s up—see it though when we 
goin to feed. F1inpers as she passes along lays ’em cn peoples’ 
plates. 

** Just watch Old Drumurar’’ quoth Furnpers. ‘‘ Keep an eye on 
him. That venerable hyena is the misery of all the waiters, and 
the torment of everybody who sits near him. See how he reads 
the dinner bill though! We’vecaughthim. Now old gentleman, 
we'll pay you off—you old nuisance !”’ 

Son as Drumurar had read bill he began to roar for waiter and 
gave out orders like sky-rockets. 

‘* Waiter—hu'h !—you're there are you? Let—me—see! Turtle 
soup—really !—salmon with anchovy sauce, spring chicken with 
truffles—lamb cutlets a la printaniere, beignets d’anana a la vanille— 
mind sir—get me some of all those, and very quickly too, or I'll 
know the reason why.’’ 

Drumurar ordered everything very slowly, very savagely and in 
very loui voice. Effect on the whole very striking, particularly on 
those who didn't have old New York bills before them, and who 
th »ught that Drum had either a private dinner of his own to be oste"- 
tatiously eaten in public, or that he’d gone crazy. Whatever there 
was on the Columbia bill, won’t say ; but do renember that it didn’t 
contain that day any turtle soup, truffles, spring chicken or pine- 
apple-fritters d la vanille. 

When waiter returned and reported the whole lot among the 
missing Drum got into fury. Abused servant, abused hotel, sure 
that disreputable boarders feed the waiters and got all the nice 
things—sent for landlord. Landlord came—got it hot and heavy. 
Tried to defend himself—not allowed to. References to past sins 
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of omission. Aske’ to see bill—had it triumphantly stuck at him. 
Politely handed it back, suggesting to Drum that he'd better go to 
the hotel where the bill came from if he wanted what was on its 
face. Magnificent tableau and stupendous outburst of laughter. 
jinale—Drvum conpletely, elaborately, munificently sold and peace 
secured at his end of the table for the balance of the season. 

Fiinpers behaved pretty well (considering) during rest of dinner 
until she heard De Broom remark ‘‘ how white the mashed potatoes 
were.’’ Quietly laid aside a small saucer with some mashed potato 
until dessert, when she began eating it with spoon. Consequence, 
a general demand for ice-cream by all who observed the perform- 
ance, and sorrowful surprise to learn that it wasn’t ice-cream day. 

Moral—sold again. 

After-dinner—six of us, in Jersey wagon drive to Cold Spring 
over most desolate road ever rolled out. Carry fun with us—Ran- 
pote and I got just enough green seal steam on to make desert 
verdant and cover sands-banks with lilies and roses. Come home, 
sun down, ride on beach. 

Ride on ocean beach at sun set, right into the rising and falling 
wash of foam gives a new sensation. Subdued music of the waters, 
grim death surging in the breakers and glaring at you not twenty 
feet off—blue horizon-edge beyond, quiet as heaven—clouds like 
sails above, sails like clouds below—wheels rustling in dry sand and 
running smooth in wet—girl voices calling out and laughing—great 
white hotel tops with stars and stripes just looking over banks, 
far in distance ; all cool fresh and sea-breezy—not bad to take. 

Driver very communicative. Informed us joyfully about lost 
vessels—once got from a schooner which went ashore as much 
coffee as lasted his family for most a year, and how ‘‘once’t most 
the whole beach was kivered with oranges which was washed np 
from arack. Not so good pickings now though as ther use’t to 
be—must go furder up the coast to make anything off racks ’cause 
the insurers come down to Cape Island so quick and sarched every- 
wher so abstemiously that poor folks hadn’t a chanc’t to save any- 
thing. Had been up the coast when a French ship all a-loaden 
with silks and wine and brandy had been racked.’ (Here his 
head began to work sideways as though the sorrowful joy of memory 
was fresh oil which made the neck-jointsrun easy) ‘‘The young 
ladies would have liked to a been ther. Evry gal got great rolls a 
silkses and velverts and some a the fisherman tat didn’t know the 
valyer on the dry goods or didn't keer, made ’emselves breeches 
and monkey jackets a white and crimson satin. Them was times! 
Wine an brandy (here he almost cried)—brandy an wine !—sarra- 
deens done up in ile—boxes of confectuary—all in mid-winter and 
nary soul saved. Them was times!’’ 

He drove along for ten minutes without speaking and suddenly 
broke out with : 

‘* My father drunk ‘leven bottles a champaign ’thout gittin’ up 
from the basket wher it wus washed ashore. I hauled the old man 
above tide-mark and tuck the last bottle for msself. I’ve kep that 
bottle now for seven years. Folks sez old wine'’sthe best. I ’spect 
that champagne’s a gittin fust rate.’’ 

Home again. Hop in the evening. Cape May famous for hops. 
First symptom ; while sitting at dinner a paper makes its appear- 
ance ; everybody signs names in lead pencil ; do likewise. When 
you go away find dollar charged for every such signature. Tea 
hurried through—tremendous rattling of tables and chairs, hroom- 
han‘les and heels in dining-room. Hurry, bang, scrape—getting 
ready for ‘‘hop.’’ Lights make appearance—band of music which 
plays at dinner, ditto. Ladies all ask one another ‘‘are you going 
to the hop ””’ and all answer “I shall just look in for a few minutes.” 
Strange faces from other hotels begin to appear about our porticoes 
and in our parlor. Gentlemen and ladies in various stages of 
peacockery and full dressedness are also made manifest—room hot 
as Tophet, 90 deg.—flunkies in mid-winter black, bricks about as 
cool as usual. 

Floor manager in a ‘‘mixed society’? American-watering-place- 
hop if he minds his business has a hard row to hoe—especially 
between Philadelphia and Charleston 8. C. Musn’t introduce that 
immoral VANDAM SWEARINGEN to Miss Prety PeppgraL, must be very 
careful not to present Lemue, Lortune to Anastasia HIGHFLYER. 
Will give mortal offense to whole house if he ignorantly or care- 
lessly brings outsider inside t ingles of any of the thousand delicate 
lines which form the fringe-garment of society. Must cheer up 
wall flowers and flatter belle flowers, send iced water to old ladies 
and speak to everybody. Must be like Pappy’s shillalagh ‘* all 
over orranamintel and useful.’’ 

Groups of non-subscribers to hop—generally wealthy and inde- 
pendent economists—sit in groups at each window, looking inside, 
criticising the dancers savagely. Always observed that those who 
have no business with anything are hardest to please with it. Ex- 
ception to the rule, the windows popula’ed by cullud pussons who 
are always frantically delighted, deeply interested and who on the 
whole get about ten times as much pleasure in seeing Missus with 
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her fine clothes on, as Missus docs in wearing them. Have always 
observed that parties with nigger waiters and black orchestra are 
joilier than those s‘rved up in white—’ cause why—the unfortunate 
down-trodden, abused men and bothers are often so uncommonly 
delighted on such occasions as to electrify their superiors with a few 
of the same sparks. 

Danced with CAraLpa—last time I saw her on the light fantastic 
was when her father was Minister to the Court of Saufuendfress— 
long time ago. Saw her but a moment, methinks I see her now in 
those marble halls with nobles and such by her si-i-ide. The polka 
was young then—so was the Caratpa—and she was polking with 
the Grar Von Brirzexscutoe as people polked in eighteen-hundred 
and forty-five with all the bobtail airs and tip and sifter graces. 
You have forgotten it now, Madame ; you would’nt believe it I dare 
say if I could scare upa magic mirror and show you how you danced 
in that early age. But you remember, don’t you, when all New 
York a few years later, (and especially all Newport) danced the 
polka a la cancan, raving-distractedly ? Surely you hav'nt forgotten 
that—it was some time before you got your first set of hoops! Well 
—ten years hence you will just as soon own to having ever danced 
the polka in its secondary form of the Newport cancan as you now 
do to having practised it in the primary stage. Oh the jolly olden 
time! 

“* Qui vult dancere nunc modo ; 
Wants to dance in the fashion oh 
Debet discere, ought to know 
Kichere floor cum heel and toe 


‘* Polkam jungere Virgo vis? 

Will you dance the Polka Miss? 
Liberius—most willingly 

Sic agimus—then let us try 


‘* Nunc cito leva, tune dextra 

Head to the left then t’other way 
Aspice retro in vultu 

You look at her and she looks at you.”’ 


I remember too when Catatpa—she was wild then—went with 
her cousin Kate and Wasu. Bayter, (folks used to think she was 
engaged to him) in domino—or in diabolo—to the masked ball of 
the Grand Opera in Paris. And I remember how in the Unholy 
Land her party was robbed by Arabs and Catara was missing for 
three weeks —and finally turned up all right as the guest of Sueku’ 





A Retired Jersey WRECKER. 


Errenpt Harpcase App’ULLAn—a very gentlemanly man who even- 
tually died of an attack of cheese-knife through the heart in conse- 
quence of a horse-difficulty with a nomadic neighbor. All these 
souvenirs do I carefully ventilate with the Queenly CaTraLpa— 
brushing featherishly as we flit along —touching lightly on many 
a dimmer and darker experience and bit of knowledge. Good fel- 
lows and merry dames, long in their graves or scattered far and 
wide, come up again. We relight old ball rooms, see old suppers 
and loves and carnivals—-back—back—to college days and boarding- 
school-girl-hood— 
“And you are still beautiful—never half so charming !’’ 
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It bolted out from me in spite of myself. 
compliment for it said—you are passing away ! 
it very well—so well as to show real feeling. 

‘‘Yes—but there are so few—so very few years left. Well, good— 
Wir haben gelebt und geliebet. And when I know that the last blossoms 
are faded—’’ 

** And then ?”” 

‘Oh then amigo for a good brave hand to press mine and a good 
true heart, as tired of life as [ shall be ; who will float with me on 
the misty wings of quarter of an ounce of strong, fresh hydrocyanic 
acid, out into death. I do love the smell of almonds dearly. 
They’re like orange-flowers—there’s a faint euthanasia in their very 
utea. I know how to make the magic draught too; old Gmxxin in 
Here perc and Orrima both showed me how--a little on the pulse, 
a littl: inhaled— 


It was a blundering 
But Catratpa took 


‘*Give me to-day the rosy bowl 
Give me the golden gleam 
To-morrow kick away the stool 

And dangle from the beam !’’ 


And she is in earnest—this dear Catatpa! Between her accom- 
plished mind and that of Fiinpers lies a gulf which will not be 
bridged in time or in eternity. 

The whole of this colloquy did not come offin the hop. The 
glorious finale was confided to me one sunnyafternoon by CaTALpa 
while sitting by my side in the harbor, over the bath houses, and 
under the dead oak-leaves. Behind us the town, before us the 
sea and the strand. Twenty or thirty feet further down were four 
children digging in the sand, making a house. 
earnestly and actively superintending the excavations, with a large 
clam-shell in one hand, a wooden paddle made of a shingle in the 
other. ‘The bow on her neck was knocked up to one side, ‘tipsy 
fashion,’’ there was a diminutive smutch of wet sand on one cheek, 
half her curls had burst loose, and just seventeen fresh musquito 
bites were distinctly visible on her sunburnt face, while on neck and 
hands they were legion. In vaiu had I bathed those small swollen 
hands with hartshorn, and applied salaratus to the stung neck— 
alas! as Aunt Funpers sa‘d ‘‘ Eouine would keep rubbing the bites 
so !’’—and so the bites got no better, and Eorine CATHERINE WHEEL 
kept rushing about, defying sun and sand, and the entire entomology 
of New Jersey. 

CaTapa’s carriage comes along the beach with splendid grays. 
Countess CataLpa of Gramercy Square in no humor to ride—asks 
Fupers if she caresto. ‘‘Oh thank you! thank you, Miss CaTALPA 
—you're so kind’’—and then with a little hesitation—‘‘Please 
Mwam may I take the children?’ ‘‘ Certainly, my dear.’’ And 
Captan Ftrpers bundles the children in, sind-shovels, and all, 
kissing the last wee little tot—about the size of a pepper box, as she 
lifts it up—and drives off in glory up to Poverty Beach, with a gay 
hurrah! Away in the setting sunshine goes the broad hat and 
fluttering ribbons and the glad voices. Happy? yes indeed! 

When we come to the hotel an hour later there is another tableau. 
A wandering hand-organist stands by the piazza, grinding out a 
Bohemian waltz, while on the timber the four children are quad- 
rilling at a grand rate, Fuinpers acting as dancing-master, and 
occasionally taking a turn with a confused pupil—the pleased 
spectators, consisting of four nurses, divers juveniles, and the per- 
petual German basket-seller. 

“Oh, ’'mso glad you’ ve come!’’ cries FitnpErs to Lucy Dr Broom. 
‘‘ For I hav’nt a penny of money, my dear, to pay for the music, 
and I’ve kept the poor things dancing till they're ready to drop. 
We've been having a ball on credit.’? So Dg Broom pays the piper 
—who ever knew Finpers to keep money or anything which could 
be spent, given away, torn or wornout? Where does itgo? Where 
are the snows of last winter, what becomes of all the pins ? 

Part of the regular programme at Cape May, Atlantic, and so on, 
to buy work-baskets of German pedlers and Indians. Friends give 
7em to one another—take ’em home for gifts. So we plunge in, 
a-work-basketing. CATALPa secures the great one in duck-shape, 
I get the two best fish for crochet-work and give them to girls. 
Fiixpers hunts up Pa avd returns with wonderfully recruited 
treasury—and is sorely amazed to hear CataLpa talking German. 

The pedler has a beautiful little vinaigrette or flacon, cased in 
fine basket network. I buy it quietly and hand it to Cartazpa, 
saying : 

‘*It was in very much such a flask that Francesco pi CARRARA 
gave his perfumes. ‘There is one still somewhere in a museum in 
Genoa.”’ 

‘Thank you. When I look at it I shall think of the giver in 
connection with FRancgsco.”’ 

‘* Madonna Borara—you do me honor !”’ 

Woo-rah-oo-rooh! goes the gong, rush come the boarders! Go in 
ye hungry sinners—I am with you. This is our last evening at 
Cape May —to-morrow to new shores where breakers bound. 


Captain FLinpers © 
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A Guipse OF THE HONEYMOON AS SEEN THROUGH AN AQUARIUM AT NIXON’s. 
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doors when they are ajar, etc. Really, it is 
too funny! Single string! O,hoho! Ah, 
jha ha! Funny dorg, that Prentice? He 
writes for IT ! 
| Our nicest children in the joking way are 
| the daily papers of this city. Fired by our 
; example and stimulated by our success, they 
| leap into a wildly effulgent mirth, and become 
| fearfully gleeful about all sorts of solemn 
| subjects. They don’t seem quite to have got 
| the hang of it yet, and some of their jokes 
| sound strangely familiar, but practice makes 
perfect. ‘This is the kind in which th. dear 
old Times—gentle and virtuous organ, of 
ancient ideas or none—indulges : 


ir 


s4 


As the editor of a Cincinnati paper was playing with 

| that pretty little plaything so much used out West, a 

| revolver, it ‘‘revolved,’’? and sent the bullet in very 

; unpleasant proximity to his head. A slight depression 

| of the muzzle of the pistol, and the editorial matter in 
that office would haye been very materially leaded, 


Playful, isu’t it? Playful as the Park foun- 
| tain! Isn’t it nice to know that Vanity Farr 
‘has set such balls rolling? O, dear, yes! 

The Herald is rarely behind its cotempor- 
| aries in other things, so it doesn’t seem likely 
| that it would be behind time on this occa- 
|sion. Howd es this sound, for a beginning ? 
| The subject was a projec ed cock-tight : 


« . . .) . «the approaching affair, which, though 
} a foul one, will be distinguished, undoubtedly, by fair 
| play.” 
| If the young man who did that will come 
around to our office, we will make him a 
present of a c« mplete edition of the works of 
| JosepH MILLER, Esq., deceased. We fear that 
| the pun on “fowl’’ and ‘‘foul’’ is not strictly 
| original with the Herald. We-think we have 
| heard it several times before, in fact, and can 
| swear that the Albany Argus got it off before 
\the Herald man did. Here it is, with quite 
a nest of others, all nearly as good, and not a 














INDIGENOUS JOCULARITY. 


We are so much pleased, that we don’t know what todo. We 
are proud. We look around us with a great joy, for everywhere we 
see the power we exert—the shining result of our unremitting and 
indefatigable labors. Briefly, we have humorized the entire 
American press. ‘The consequence is a large crop of what the bills 
of aconcert-saloon in Broadway neatly term ‘ Indigenous Jocu- 
larity.” Yes ; every newspaper in the land, daily, weekly, semi- 
weekly, or tii-weekly ; literary, commercial, religious, or sensa- 
tional ; old-fashioned, enterprising, Sunday, or respectable ; every 
one, in +hort, has had an attack of wittiness that is truly wonder- 
ful, coming, as it does, in serious columns, from stern-nibbed pen-, 
all unused to punning. 

Who can tell how much we have benefitted the world, by thus 
setting our journalistic brothers an example, which they have 
taken, it is true, only of late, but as naturally and as easily as the 
late seal up at Nixon's took to raw fish? We must pive a few 
specimens of the humor which just now overflows from the press 
at large, and we will warrant them perfectly harmless. They may 
be read even by children, without deleterious effect. 

A man on the Albany Flag has constructed a jest, intended to be 
considered severe. By carefully examining the last line, it will be 
found v. ry mirthful : 

Why is the editor of the Louisville Journal's career through life, like a celebrated 
tune’ Because it is the Rogue’s March. 

This is the first time we ever heard of the Flag, but we fear it 
won't be the last. All we ask of the man is, that if he doves pitch 
into us for this notice, he won’t do so in conundrum form. 

Of course, Prentice, of the Louisville Journal, could not let such 
achance slip. We are sorry that we cannot claim him as one of 
our disciples, but we cannct. He has long been notorious as a 
jocose person, having commenced very early in life, with a book 
full of such jokes as this : 

An exchange announces the marriage of a Miss Funt, toa Mr. Lock. 
what we should call a flint-leck / 

Mind, reader, we don’t say that Prentice did that, actually, but 
it is dreadfully like his style. Here is his reply to the man on the 
Flag—a Roland exhumed for the Oliver of that unhappy person : 

Why will the editor of the Flag, at the close of his eareer through life be like 
a tune of PaGanini's? Because he will be executed on a single string. 

There are jokes and jokes, but nothing finer than this, unless it 
is that cheerful conundrum of the same age, about doors not being 


This is 


| 
| 
| 





. very great deal older : 

Senator SUMNER has had his head mended, but not his manners. His last speech 
is the very essence of ruffianism of the tongue—coarse, vituperative and false. 
It proves that the man who is a cow-ard in acts is generally a bull-y in words, and 
that he who is chicken-hearted has naturally a foul tongue. 

By strict attention to the italicized words, the jokes may be easily 
detected. They are very funny now, those Albany folks. Then 
there’s the Boston Post; that didn’t do much in the humorous way, 
formerly. Look at it now! It is fairly encrusted with jokes, and 
here is one we have scaled off : 

There is no telling when the !egislature will rise—it will set, probably, until it 
hatches mischief enough to last through the autumn. 

Not so powerful, perhaps, as the Argus, but very fair, after all, 
for Boston. The Post will be one of the most brilliant of all our 
imitators, if it keeps on, and perhaps our favorite. 

But our best- beloved now, at this present writing—our own dear 
little pet, among those who meekly follow in our jocose footste ps— 
is the World. The pious fossil of that name has jokes in it 1 Well, 
wy not ? The World is only a sort of Vaniry Fain! This cheer- 
ful antique had a letter from Paris, the other day, wherein a 
charitable fancy fair was described. One of the attractions was a 
lucky-bag, or lottery of some kind, and the hilarious correspondent 
tells this side-splitter about it : 

We knew a young lady who drew a cigar. 
it at a pinch ? 

It is suspected that Japuet made all the puns about tobacco that 
could be made, in the ark, one rainy Sunday, and that his brother 
Snem took possession of them for publication. Doubtless, he sent 
these to the World, as soon as he got on shore. The paper must 
have been just about acquiring its tone at that era. : 

It is a pretty strong opposition to stand—the whole press against 
Vanity Farrn—but we can afford to say, ‘‘ Go, little jokers ! There 
is room enough on earth for you and for us also!’’ It is good to 
laugh heartily. Fun is wholesome, and makes people fat. We 
look forward with great hope, to the time when all our disciples 
shall equal ourself, but we confess that now, when we try to read 
the once staid and respectable papers, we are forced to cry, with 
pretty Katre Bateman in ‘‘ EVANGELINE. 

‘¢ Such mirth is terrible ?”’ 


Was she up to snuff, or did she take 


aE EPRI REET EE 
Con. by a Hibernian. 

Why is the most valuable domestic animal like a Blacksmith ? 

"Cause he’s a Horse shure. 
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Small Bory.- Say, oLD HipreRPoTAMUs, HOW’S THE THERMOMETER ? 





LITTLE BIBBS HAS BEEN TO SEE THE HANGING 
Editors Vanity Fuir. 


Gents :—Knowing that you are enterprising chaps and bound to 
be well posted, I thought it wuddent be a bad idear for me to send 
you a little sort of a scrawl for your noospaper. Gents I’ve been to 
sce the hanging and a jolly good time of it I’ve had, I can tell you. 
There was a lot of us fellers wanted to see the fun, and so d’ye see 
we put out to go in as reporters. That want bad, was it? Well they 
couldn't come it, but Swinares and I did. Swinezes is a good 
feller when he’s sober. We got in, we did, and so I thought yude 
like to have an account of the whole thing. I’m opposed to hang- 
ing, Iam, but I was bound to see that man hanged I was. Well 
you see we was invited to be on board the boat at the foot of Canal- 
street at nine o’clock, and you may bet your life I was there, and 
s0 was SwinGLes. Well we waited and waited, but yet the man 
that was to be hung diddent come. You may bet there was some 
cussin then. Well at last he come, and then there was a high old 
time. The fellers pushed and yelled, to get in through the gate, 
so as to go aboard the boat, but it wasn’t no goif they diddent 
have a ticket. There wasan old woman who made a lot of fun for 
the boys. She ram-jammed herself through the gate, but they 
wuddent let her aboard the boat, so she went round trying to sell 
her ticket for six shillen. Well at last we got aboard the boat and 
off she went. It was just as good as a pic-nic or a Sunday School 
excursion, I tell you. In the first place there was the feller that 
was going to be hung down in the cabin saying his prares, and up 
on the deck there was the boys having a good time. There was 
refreshments consist'ng of sandwiches and so forth, on the forward 
deck, and lots of tod at ten cents a drink, and may be it diddent go 
down, you may bet your life en that. W:1l we soon got down to 
the place, and then there wasa jolly rush. Every feller tried to 
see which could run the fastest, but you see there was no fun to be 
had until the man that was to be hanged was brought out, so I 
stayed. Captain Rynpers, he maid a speech, askin the crowd to 
behave theirselves and keep order, and then he fixed ’em all in 
procession. It was reel fun to see the fellers walking up solemn as 
parsons to see em hang the man. Swinaes and I looked at each 
each other, and came near laughin right out. Wemarcht right on, 
the fellers out in the boats hollerin all the time for ’em to hang 
the man, and cussin and swearin like troopers. 

Well, at last we got up to the top of the hill, and they taked the 
man up to the scaffold. He diddent seem to care a cuss about it, 
he diddent. ‘The fellers were all hollerin for ’em to hurry up the 
hangin, and yet they was such fools that they kept ’em waiting at 
least ten minutes while they let the man that was going to be hung, 
pray. It’s my opinion that that kind of thing might have been 
done before he left the Tombs, and Swinates thinks so too. 

After that was over they put the roap round his neck and RynpErs 
asked him if he diddent want to make a speach, and I’m be blowed 





if he diddent refuse. After that Swixeirs and I was disgusted, and 
when the fell'r went up pop in the air, I diddent cair one cuss. 
Well and so they hung the feller, and then the fun was over, and 
most of the boys began to clear out, Swixncies and I and a gocd 
many other folks looked around some and smoked segars, and some 
of the fellers told some funny stories about chaps that was hung, 
but I've forgot ’em, end so I can’t send ’em to you. So after that 
Swinates and I went aboard the boat and came back to New York, 
and as we had nothing else to do that day, we made a day of it, so 
you see I doant feel very well to-day. Got a kind of muggy feelin 
in my head. Any how its pretty good fun to go and see a feller 
hung, and I’m bound to go every time I get a chance. 
Yours to command, gents, 
Wn. Hexry Brsss. 
P. §. I’m sorry for the feller that was hung you know. 
W. FB. 


— 
THE OTHER SIDE OF THE PICTURE. 


Probably no man ever had more derogatory eritaphs written in 
advance of his demise than Joun E. Enricurt, of 117 Cedar-street, 
late Health Warden of this city, and from time immemorial the 
most impudent, per-istent, bold, bungling ticket-swindler in town. 
His portrait has appeared on an average of once a week in the 
papers, and the public know his style about as well as they do 
Boote’s, Genet’s and Van ‘Tint’s. The Island, the Tombs and Sing 
Sing have long had claims upon Enricut, but he could never find 
it convenient to respond to their demands. He has always claimed 
the prerogative of insulting Justice by tweaking her nose, slappivg 
her face, treading on her toes, and by little pranks of a s milar 
stripe. The poor lady’s bandaged eyes always preve: ted her dodg- 
ing these assaults or catching him after they were committed. 
Such was the Exricur of the olden time, but presto! a change has 
come o’er the spirit of his dreams and transformed even the realities 
of his existence. Justice (Wricn) has succeeded in securing his 
valuable services for decorating the marble palace in Centre-street 
with his own full length portrait, life size, taken, not by Brapy, but 
by officer Doucuerty. Enricut’s lane was getting rather long and 
of course 't had to have a turn. 

Enricnt undertook to dine off altogether too many Greens and 
got choked in the attempt. It was thus: 


Mr. McQUALKEN arrival in the city on Thursday, and was induced to enter the place 
of ENRIGHT, but not liking its looks he turned to leave, when the sum of $1 was 
demanded. He refused to pay this, when, as is alleged, Ryan by order of ENRIGHT, 
set upon him and robbed him of $1. 05. in change. 


Now he sigheth for bail in vain. His political influence won’t 
stir a peg in his behalf. His game is up. He is cribbed (for crib- 
bing.) cabined (for cabbaging) and confined (for confining. ) 

The public will have hard work to recognise this desolate picture 
of Jon and may well exclaim, ‘Oh! how have the mighty fallen !’’ 
Not on'y every Jack but every Jug must have its Gm, and the 
Tombs has received rather more than that measure of Enricur. 
May he never run over or spill out. May his next transition be to 
spheres where verdant countrymen are supplied with well-cut-eye- 
teeth and where criticism would be supertiuous 

N. B. Enynricur with his ears cropped would draw very well at 
twenty-five cents a head, during the hot weather. Try it, some- 
body. 

Se ee 
All the Difference. 

Before the arrival of the Great Eastern a Cockney croaker said 
to us, ‘‘ she will never cross the bar ; she draws too much for that.’’ 
When the G. E. arrived, however, and was exhibited at $1.00 a 
head her managers found to their great surprise that she didn’t 
Draw enough. 

Soe ee ie een 2 
Commercial Paradox. 


When a Merchant carries on his business like clock-work, there 
is seldom any danger of his Winding Up. 


oo 


The Murder Mania. 


There have been so many murders committed in and about 
our city during the past fortnight that we think it will be a great 
pity if somebody does not Get the Hang of it. 


pine: ere ie ee 
A terrible ‘‘Blow” for the Republicans. 
Senator Sumyer’s late speech. 
pele an NSE ALE ae ee 
The Object or the Sicilian Revolution. 
To Give Bompa a Turn. 
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THE PRINCE OF WALES. 
SS SS LuLLE Y HISexpensive 
institution is 
already sea- 
sick on the 
broad Atlan- 
tic.not having 
had the for- 
tune to be got 
ready in time 
to come over 
by the Great 
Eastern. It is 
c generally sup- 
posed that the 
Prince is trav- 
elling incog — 
1. ¢. all done 
NJ\i, upina bundle 
or basket, and 
carefully hid- 
den from day- 
light in any of 
| its varied as- 
\ 
| 



































pects. This in- 
111) cog. system is 
LAY to the Japan- 
ese Naboen (’) 
what the wais- 
coat is to the 
trowsers; the 
button to the button-hole, the hat to the head, sugar to tea, and 
Alderman Boote toa man smally supplied with the esteem of his 
fellow citizens, in fact a thing to match. 

The Prince, if he comes in a bundle or incog, will be directed as 
the Baron Renrrew Simety—mark that Spry, it is a little respon- 
sib.lity belonging to the Herald. He is called ALBert Epwarp, and 
has no sirname, such as Boo.g, Enriaut, B. and so on. He is 
Prince of Wales by patent, because his mother had him patented 
at his birth as being the genuine original institution, and solely 
intended for her use. Patents were also taken out for him as Earl 
of Chester and Earl of Dublin—a city in Ireland. Then heis Duke 
of Cornwall, spoken of in Jack the Giant-Killer, of Roth-ay and of 
Saxony, besides being Prince of Coburg and Gotha, Lord of the 
Isles, Pet of His Ma, Earl of Conrick, Baron of Renfrew and Great 
Steward of Scotland. From the latter title it is argued that he is 
a bit of a diner and winer, and probably has a weakness for cakes 
and haggis. 

This constantly increasing catalogue of titles is not so peculiar to 
his royal Highness, as may at first be supposed. In this de ply 
civilized community we discover many a man and woman whose 
crest is a compound of aliases. For example, his Horior the Argus, 
has been at different times known as the Broker's Boy, the Journey- 
man Cigar-Maker, the Lawyer, the Speculator, the Senator, the 
Brother of the Lottery Man, the Marvin Man, the Determined, the 
Chameleon, the Proprietor of Mozart Hall. and ‘‘ His Excellency.”’ 
Ast Lincon has, from time to time, been recognised under such 
cognomens as the Rail Sp itter, the Flat Boatman, and Honest Old 
Ape. Among Vth Avenues the thing is very popular; not unfre- 
quently do we find that the accomplished Madame MarcortTE was 
formerly Bripcer McCarry of Mulberry-stre: t ; the Misses OREILLEES 
were once Mike O’REiLLy’s Girls; the Inventor of Sarsapar lla 
becomes Doctor So-anp-So; the ex-restaurant keeper is WILLIAM 
Firzwitt1aM De Bron, Esq. 

A fellow feeling will be apt to make such people wondrous kind 
to the Incoz. Just fancy his flirting with Miss Swerrpzas, whose 
pa is owner of a livery stable in the next block! How she will 
astonish the Incog. with recitals of her equestrian feats! Blooming- 
dale Road, Harlem Lane on sundays, Burnham’s, Snediker’s, Tillie- 
tudlem, 2. 80, Sherry cobblers, covered with dust, horses one sheet 
of foam, g’long! hi! ya! and soforth. The Incog. will form an 
opinion of the Sweerrsgases, very likely. We fear it will be an 
English opinion, though. 

But—ah ! let us approach the subject reverentially! how the 
Boston Mouth is watering for the smallest sip in life of the Wee 
Baron! Oh! Oh! Boston smooths her hair, adjusts her trinkets, 
looks into the mirror over the left shoulder, looks into the mirror 
over the right shoulder, gzes into the mirror vis & vis, pronounces 
herself perfect, and flies to the hall-door, ready to meet him when 
he shall be ready to appear. 

She looks and longs, she seats herself on the front stoop, she 
peruses the Aélantic Monthly, she salutes Mr. Everett, author of 
the Mount Vernon Papers, who is airing himself on the Common, 
and shows him to Baby, she grows impatient at the Incog’s delay 
and feels inwardly bad to a degree. 


! 
| 








He will visit New York, but whether he will visit Bo-ton is a 
question. May be he will, for a reason ; may be he will not for a 
reason. 

Who knows? Not Boston. 

There is something wondrous sad in the position of Boston when- 
ever any opportunity for toadying is given to our people. Boston 
doats on. toadying, yet not one toadied out of twenty offers to 
stand her blandishments. They seem loath to being welcomed by 
the Bostonian Mouth-piece, Mr. Everett, A. 0. T. M. V.P. They 
tremble at the thought of the vast array of physical women that 
would turn out en masse to greet them. All this is bad for Boston, 
bad for her trade, bad for her temper, bad for her health. We 
hope the Incog. will allow himself to be influenced to a degree. 
If he cannot make up his mind to cross the Back Bay, he may at 
least go as far as Roxbury and view the triple hillocks at a distance. 
It would be some:hing for Boston to brag about. 


_—— 





PRIZES FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS. 


We must not be behindhand in our business arrangemants. Every- 
thing that is new, we intend to bring to bear on that point. We 
hear of people making their millions in gift book enterprises, the 
successful ones gathering fame, honor and wealth, and the 
unsuccessful reaping the State prison. We look with admiration 
on newspapers built up by a magnificent allotment of prizes, cover- 
ing more value than the entire circulation, and we are ambitious 
of emulating such a noble example. Tothisend we have been look- 
ing for months, but without a successful or brilliant idea. We 
have offered large bounties, sundry Vs, Xs, etc., with baskets of 
wine and Delmonico dinners for a simple idea, by which we should 
be enabled to Bonnerize all creation, »nd keep our seventeen Hoe’s 
presses running night and day. And yet strange to say, we have 
not had the article offered. All great ideas are born in an instant, 
not nursed out gradually. It has beenso with us. While the 
brains of our three hundred contributors and editors, our seven 
hundred and thirty-three conpositors a d pressmen, to say nothing 
of the office boy, were violently agitated, the great end was reached 
by the original Four Cent Man, who, in gratitude for our unflinch- 
ing friendship in publishing his correspondence without mutilation, 
rushed into our office with the following paragraph cut from the 
Tribune: 

‘The United States Express Company received by their express yesterday morn- 
ing two genuine rails, split by honest Ape LincoLN thirty years ago, directed to a 
prominent citizen of this city.”’ 

With the prescience of genius, we saw in a moment as our business 
contributor has it the ‘*the money that was behind it,’’ and with- 
out a moment's delay we started a private express immediately for 
the locality of the remaining rails. Before this goes to press, our 
special rail correspondent will have secured all the lot, irrespective 
of quantity or quality. With this brilliant prospect before us, 
we issue the following prospectus: 

Great CHANCE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
THE RAIL PAPER ! 
THE RAIL PAPER! ! 
THE RAIL PAPER!!! 

The publishers of this paper having, with immense genius and 
herculean endeavor, secured the entire agency of the genuine 
Lrincotn rails, offer them only to subscribers on the following terms: 

Each one remitting the sum of $3, will have forwarded to him 
asquare inch of the real rail sufficiently large to manufacture a 
ring, or such other ornament as will, if prominently worn, entitle 
the holder in the event of the election of Lincoty and Hamiiy, to 
any small local office, as postmaster, custom house officer, or 
deputy marshal. 

Each person remitting enough cash for five subscriptions, shall 
receive a cube containing the exact square of the rail by mathemati- 
cal computation. This will certainly ensure a consulship, or a place 
in the war or treasury department. 

Each person subscribing for ten copies, shall have a chunk not 
less than twelve inches: in length, with a glass shade elegantly 
fitted for the parlor mantel. This will be a certain warrant fora 
collectorship of customs in a first class city, a postmaster’s berth 
where the funds are only enquired after once in five years, or such 
other office as the importance of the man shall demand. 

The remission of sufficient to cover one hundred subscriptions, 
will test our resources to the utmost. For this we will forward 
one rail, free from flaw or blemish. Its proper use at ward or 
county meetings, and suitable deification, will be a passport to any 
office in the gift of the new administration. The Cabinet will be 
open to its possessor, or a foreign mission, but should his taste run 
the other way, and wealth be the summit of his ambition, he can 
have the contract for printing, without being obliged to share. 

We trust that our liberal schedule will meet with public appro- 
bati n. All remittances, if registered, will be at our own risk. 
Address publishers Vanyty Fair, New-York. 
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LITTLE BIBBS HAS BEEN TO SEE THE HANGING 
Editors Vanity Fuir. 


Gents :—Knowing that you are enterprising chaps and bound to 
be well posted, I thought it wuddent be a bad idear for me to send 
you a little sort of a scrawl for your noospaper. Gents I’ve been to 
see the hanging and a jolly good time of it I’ve had, I can tell you. 
There was a lot of us fellers wanted to see the fun, and so d’ye see 
we put out to go in as reporters. That want bad, was it? Well they 
couldn't come it, but Swinates and I did. Swineres is a good 
feller when he’s sober. We got in, we did, and so I thought yude 
like to have an account of the whole thing. I’m opposed to hang- 
ing, Iam, but I was bound to see that man hanged I was. Well 
you see we was invited to be on board the boat at the foot of Canal- 
street at nine o’clock, and you may bet your life I was there, and 
s0 was SwinGLes. Well we waited and waited, but yet the man 
that was to be hung diddent come. You may bet there was some 
cussin then. Well at last he come, and then there was a high old 
time. The fellers pushed and yelled, to get in through the gate, 
so as to go aboard the boat, but it wasn’t no goif they diddent 
have a ticket. There wasan old woman who made a lot of fun for 
the boys. She ram-jammed herself through the gate, but they 
wuddent let her aboard the boat, so she went round trying to sell 
her ticket for six shillen. Well at last we got aboard the boat and 
off she went. It was just as good as a pic-nic or a Sunday School 
excursion, I tell you. In the first place there was the feller that 
was going to be hung down in the cabin saying his prares, and up 
on the deck there was the boys having a good time. There was 
refreshments consist'ng of sandwiches and so forth, on the forward 
deck, and lots of tod at ten cents a drink, and may be it diddent go 
down, you may bet your life en that. W:1l we soon got down to 
the place, and then there was a jolly rush. Every feller tried to 
see which could run the fastest, but you see there was no fun to be 
had until the man that was to be hanged was brought out, so I 
stayed. Captain Rynpers, he maid a speech, askin the crowd to 
behave theirselves and keep order, and then he fixed ‘em all in 
procession. It was reel fun to see the fellers walking up solemn as 
parsons to see ’em hang the man. Swineuss and I looked at each 
each other, and came near laughin right out. We marcht right on, 
the fellers out in the boats hollerin all the time for ’em to hang 
the man, and cussin and swearin like troopers. 

Well, at last we got up to the top of the hill, and they taked the 
man up to the scaffold. He diddent seem to care a cuss about it, 
he diddent. ‘The fellers were all hollerin for ’em to hurry up the 
hangin, and yet they was such fools that they kept ’em waiting at 
least ten minutes while they let the man that was going to be hung, 
pray. It’s my opinion that that kind of thing might have been 
done before he left the Tombs, and Swinategs thinks so too. 

After that was over they put the roap round his neck and Rynpgrs 
asked him if he diddent want to make a speach, and I’m be blowed 





if he diddent refuse. After that Swixeis and I was disgusted, and 
when the feller went up pop in the air, I diddent cair one cuss. 
Well and so they hung the feller, and then the fun was over, and 
most of the boys began to elear out, Swinaies and I and a gocd 
many other folks looked around some and smoked segars, and some 
of the fellers told some funny stories about chaps that was hung, 
but I've forgot ’em, and so I can’t send ’em to you. So after that 
Swinates and I went aboard the boat and came back to New York, 
and as we had nothing else to do that day, we made a day of it, so 
you see I doant feel very well to-day. Got a kind of muggy feelin 
in my head. Any how its pretty good fun to go and see a feller 
hung, and I’m bound to go every time I get a chance. 
Yours to command, gents, 
Wa. Henry Biss. 
P. 8. I’m sorry for the feller that was hung you know. 
W. H. B. 


THE OTHER SIDE OF THE PICTURE. 


Probably no man ever had more derogatory epitaphs written in 
advance of his demise than Joun E. Ennicurt, of 117 Cedar-street, 
late Health Warden of this city, and from time immemorial the 
most impudent, per-istent, bold, bungling ticket-swindler in town. 
His portrait has appeared on an average of once a week in the 
papers, and the public know his style about as well as they do 
Boo.r’s, Gener’s and Van Tine's. The Island, the Tombs and Sing 
Sing have long had claims upon Enricut, but he could never find 
it convenient to respond to their demands. He has always claimed 


the prerogative of insulting Justice by tweaking her nose, slapping . 


her face, treading on her toes, and by little pranks of a s milar 
stripe. The poor lady’s bandaged eyes always preve: ted her dodg- 
ing these assaults or catching him after they were committed. 
Such was the Enricur of the olden time, but presto! a change has 
come o’er the spirit of his dreams and transformed even the realities 
of his existence. Justice (Wricn) has succeeded in securing his 
valuable services for decorating the marble palace in Centre-street 
with his own full length portrait, life size, taken, not by Brapy, but 
by officer Dovcuerty. Enricut’s lane was getting rather long and 
of course 't had to have a turn. 

Enricnt undertook to dine off altogether too many Greens and 
got choked in the attempt. It was thus: 


Mr. McQUALKEN arrival in the city on Thursday, and was induced to enter the place 
of EnriGut, but not liking its looks he turned to leave, when the sum of $1 was 
demanded. He refused to pay this, when, as is alleged, Ryan by order of Ennicut, 
set upon him and robbed him of $1. 05. in change. 


Now he sigheth for bail in vain. His political influence won't 
stir a pex in his behalf. His game is up. He is cribbed (for crib- 
bing.) cabined (for cabbaging) and confined (for confining. ) 

The public will have hard work to recognise this desolate picture 
of Jon and may well exclaim, *‘Oh! how have the mighty fallen !’’ 
Not on'y every Jack but every Jua must have its Git, and the 
Tombs has received rather more than that measure of Enricnr. 
May he never run over or spill out. May his next transition be to 
spheres where verdant countrymen are supplied with well-cut-eye- 
teeth and where criticism would be supertiuous 

N. B. Eyricut with his ears cropped would draw very well at 
twenty-five cents a head, during the hot weather. Try it, some- 
body. 

se rn i a ce 
All the Difference. 

Before the arrival of the Great Eastern a Cockney croaker said 
to us, ‘‘ she will never cross the bar ; she draws too much for that.’’ 
When the G. E. arrived, however, and was exhibited at $1.00 a 
head her managers found to their great surprise that she didn’t 
Draw enough. 

ee as eee 
Commercial Paradox. 


When a Merchant carries on his business like clock-work, there 
is seldom any danger of his Winding Up. 


The Murder Mania. 


There have been so many murders committed in and about 
our city during the past fortnight that we think it will be a great 
pity if somebody does not Get the Hang of it. 





A terrible ‘‘Blow” for the Republicans. 
Senator Sumyer’s late speech. 





——_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_ OO ————— 
The Object or the Sicilian Revolution. 
To Give Bomza a Turn. 
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THE PRINCE OF WALES. 


HIS expensive 
institution is 
already sea- 
sick on the 
broad Atlan- 
tic,not having 
had the for- 
tune to be got 
ready in time 
to come over 
by the Great 
Eastern. It is 
generally sup- 
posed that the 
Prince is trav- 
elling incog — 
t.e. all done 
upina bundle 
or basket, and 
carefully hid- 
den from day- 
light in any of 
its varied as- 
pects. This in- 
cog. system is 
to the Japan- 
ese Naboen (’) 
what the wais- 
coat is to the 
trowsers; the 
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button to the button-hole, the hat to the head, sugar to tea, and 
Alderman Boote to a man smally supplied with the esteem of his 
fellow citizens, in fact a thing to match. 

The Prince, if he comes in a bundle or incog, will be directed as 
the Baron Rexrrew Simpty—mark that Sumpry, it is a little respon- 
sib.lity belonging to the Herald. He is called ALbert Epwarp, and 


has no sirname, such as Boortz, Enrigut, B. and so on. He is 
Prince of Wales by patent, because his mother had him patented 
at his birth as being the genuine original institution, and solely 
intended for her use. Patents were also taken out for him as Earl 
of Chester and Earl of Dublin—a city in Ireland. Then heis Duke 
of Cornwall, spoken of in Jack the Giant-Killer, of Roth-ay and of 
Saxony, besides being Prince of Coburg and Gotha, Lord of the 
Isles, Pet of His Ma, Earl of Conrick, Baron of Renfrew and Great 
Steward of Scotland. From the latter title it is argued that he is 
a bit of a diner and winer, and probably has a weakness for cakes 
and haggis. 

This constantly increasing catalogue of titles is not so peculiar to 
his royal Highness, as may at first be supposed. In this de ply 
civilized community we discover many a man and woman whose 
crest is a compound of aliases. For example, his Horior the Argus, 
has been at different times known as the Broker’s Boy, the Journey- 
man Cigar-Maker, the Lawyer, the Speculator, the Senator, the 
Brother of the Lottery Man, the Marvin Man, the Determined, the 
Chameleon, the Proprietor of Mozart Hall. and ‘‘ His Excellency.”’ 
Ass Lincon has, from time to time, been recognised under such 
cognomens as the Rail Sp itter, the Flat Boatman, and Honest Old 
Ase. Among Vth Avenues the thing is very popular; not unfre- 
quently do we find that the accomplished Madame MarcortTE was 
formerly Bripcer McCarry of Mulberry-stre: t ; the Misses OrmiLLEEs 
were once Mike O’REmiy's Girls; the Inventor of Sarsapar lla 
becomes Doctor So-anp-So; the ex-restaurant keeper is WILLIAM 
Firzwitt1aM De Brun, Esq. 

A fellow feeling will be apt to make such people wondrous kind 
to the Incoz. Just fancy his flirting with Miss SweerrEas, whose 
pa is owner of a livery stable in the next block! How she will 
astonish the Incog. with recitals of her equestrian feats ! Blooming- 
dale Road, Harlem Lane on sundays, Burnham’s, Snediker’s, Tillie- 
tudlem, 2. 30, Sherry cobblers, covered with dust, horses one sheet 
of foam, g’long! hi! ya! and soforth. The Incog. will form an 
opinion of the Swrerpgasss, very likely. We fear it will be an 
English opinion, though. 

But—ah ! let us approach the subject reverentially! how the 
Boston Mouth is watering for the smallest sip in life of the Wee 
Baron! Oh! Oh! Boston smooths her hair, adjusts her trinkets, 
looks into the mirror over the left shoulder, looks into the mirror 
over the right shoulder, g1zes into the mirror vis & vis, pronounces 
herself perfect, and flies to the hall-door, ready to meet him when 
he shall be ready to appear. 

She looks and longs, she seats herself on the front stoop, she 
peruses the A/lantic Monthly, she salutes Mr. Everett, author of 
the Mount Vernon Papers, who is airing himself on the Common, 
and shows him to Baby, she grows impatient at the Incog’s delay 
and feels inwardly bad to a degree. 








He will visit New York, but whether he will visit Bo-ton is a 
question. May be he will, for a reason ; may be he will not for a 
reason. 

Who knows? Not Boston. 

There is something wondrous sad in the position of Boston when- 
ever any opportunity for toadying is given to our people. Boston 
doats on, toadying, yet not one toadied out of twenty offers to 
stand her blandishments. They seem loath to being welcomed by 
the Bostonian Mouth-piece, Mr. Everert, A. 0. T. M. V. P. They 
tremble at the thought of the vast array of physical women that 
would turn out en masse to greet them. All this is bad for Boston, 
bad for her trade, bad for her temper, bad for her health. We 
hope the Incog. will allow himself to be influenced to a degree. 
If he cannot make up his mind to cross the Back Bay, he may at 
least go as far as Roxbury and view the triple hillocks at a distance. 
It would be some:hing for Boston to brag about. 


PRIZES FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS. 


We must not be behindhand in our business arrangemants. Every- 
thing that is new, we intend to bring to bear on that point. We 
hear of people making their millions in gift book enterprises, the 
successful ones gathering fame, honor and wealth, and the 
unsuccessful reaping the State prison. We look with admiration 
on newspapers built up by a magnificent allotment of prizes, cover- 
ing more value than the entire circulation, and we are ambitious 
of emulating such a noble example. Tothisend we have been look- 
ing for months, but without a successful or brilliant idea. We 
have offered large bounties, sundry Vs, Xs, etc., with baskets of 
wine and Delmonico dinners for a simple idea, by which we should 
be enabled to Bonnerize all creation, »nd keep our seventeen Hoe’s 
presses running night and day. And yet strange to say, we have 
not had the article offered. All great ideas are born in an instant, 
not nursed out gradually. It has been so with us. While the 
brains of our three hundred contributors and editors, our seven 
hundred and thirty-three conpositors a d pressmen, to say nothing 
of the office boy, were violently agitated, the great end was reached 
by the original Four Cent Man, who, in gratitude for our unflinch- 
ing friendship in publishing his correspondence without mutilation, 
rushed into our office with the following paragraph cut from the 
Tribune: 

‘The United States Express Company received by their express yesterday morn- 
ing two genuine rails, split by honest ABE LINCOLN thirty years ago, directed to a 
prominent citizen of this city.’ 

With the prescience of genius, we saw in a moment as our business 
contributor has it the ‘*the money that was behind it,’’ and with- 
out a moment's delay we started a private express immediately for 
the locality of the remaining rails. Before this goes to press, our 
special rail correspondent will have secured all the lot, irrespective 
of quantity or quality. With this brilliant prospect before us, 
we issue the following prospectus: 

Great CHANCE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
THE RAIL PAPER ! 
THE RAIL PAPER! ! 
THE RAIL PAPER!!! 

The publishers of this paper having, with immense genius and 
herculean endeavor, secured the entire agency of the genuine 
Lrincotn rails, offer them only to subscribers on the following terms: 

Each one remitting the sum of $3, will have forwarded to him 
asquareinch of the real rail sufficiently large to manufacture a 
ring, or such other ornament as will, if prominently worn, entitle 
the holder in the event of the election of Lincoty and Hamu, to 
any small local office, as postmaster, custom house officer, or 
deputy marshal. 

Each person remitting enough cash for five subscriptions, shall 
receive a cube containing the exact square of the rail by mathemati- 
cal computation. This will certainly ensure a consulship, or a place 
in the war or treasury department. 

Each person subscribing for ten copies, shall have a chunk not 
less than twelve inche: in length, with a glass shade elegantly 
fitted for the parlor mantel. This will be a certain warrant for a 
collectorship of customs in a first class city, a postmaster’s berth 
where the funds are only enquired after once in five years, or such 
other ofiice as the importance of the man shall demand. ; 

The remission of sufficient to cover one hundred subscriptions, 
will test our resources to the utmost. For this we will forward 
one rail, free from flaw or blemish. Its proper use at ward or 
county meetings, and suitable deification, will be a passport to any 
office in the gift of the new administration. The Cabinet will be 
open to its possessor, or a foreign mission, but should his taste run 
the other way, and wealth be the summit of his ambition, he can 
have the contract for printing, without being obliged to share. 

We trust that our liberal schedule will meet with public appro- 
bati n. All remittances, if registered, will be at our own risk. 
Address publishers Vanity Farr, New-York. 
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THE CHASE OF THE BOUNDING RUSTIC. | 


The Herald of 6th inst., contained the follow'ng : 
| syne CHICKENS.—HOW ARE VEGETABLES? 


FOURTH OF JULY. | 


| On reading it we at once concluded that it would not be a bad | 
idea tosend our artist to the spot, with orders to take sketches of 
Brortep CurcKkess, and his Peorian friends VecreTaBtes, and the well- 
known Fourru or Jury. He executed the commission, and below 
is given the satisfactory result. 
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3. THE ARRIVAL OF ‘* VEGETABLES.”’ 
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1. ‘* FourtH oF JULY’? HANDING IN HIS ‘* PERSONAL.”’ 








4. ‘* VEGETABLES’’ HUNTED DOWN. 
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A Necessary Precaution. 


In these Out-of-Town Months our citizens are so utterly unpro- 
tected from the desperate burglars who do then abound that we re- 
commend every father of a family, to sleep with a pistol under his 
pillow, that, in case of attack,Jhe may at least offer some resistence, 
and so, until arrival of the po—— no, not the police, the neighbors, 
have the satisfaction of keeping the ‘‘ coves’’ at Bay. 
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NATURAL HISTORY. 
Tue Man Asnovut Town. 


OUND in the crowded haunts of the 
great cities, a singular fact in connec- 
tion with this creature is that it is 
never encountered in the country. 
Naturalists have vainly endeavored 
to account for this, but it is commonly 
believed that it cannot abide the sim- 
plicity, the freshness, and the quiet of 
natural scenes, being in constant need 
of the noisy encouragement of crowds. 
It is supposed that this foniness for 
the Town gave rise to the name it 
bears. This, however, is only a sup- 
position. 

In appearance the Man About Town 
bears a not very remote resemblance 
to the noble human form, in which, 
some savans think, it was originally 
created. Its features, however, are 
expressive of no true human purpose, 
orsa :ctified human suffering, or noble 
humansympathy. Sometimes a blank 
vacuity is in th m; often, an intelli- 
gence that rises not above the level of brute selfish possession ; 
often again, a fixed hurtfulness, a cunning wickedness, swaddled in 
favorable and gracious smiles, a carelesss of all consequences but 
those of the now. Tue garb is a curious burlesque upon the simple 
dignity of an intelligent being's attire. It is brawling in pattern, 
obstreperous in color ; it embodies all that is most obnoxious in the 
prevailing human fashions; it suggests, without ever realizing a 
fit. ‘The creature has a passion for gaudy adornments, and loves 
heavy pieces of shining metal to dangle about its person. It often 
caricatures the ape—the only animal that has ever succeeded in 
this great feat. To defeat the blessed design of Heaven it not 
seldom looks through an eye-glass ; created with vigor in its limbs, 
it carries a cane. 

The most mysterious attribute of the Man About Town is its 
ubiquity. It has no particular place; may be found anywhere, 
almost always. Nowit is encountered shuffling along the thro: ged 
sidewalk, casting moist glances at every woman, and settling a 
lofty scorn upon every unknown mon it meets, drowning its voice 
in the roar of industry and folly ; now attitudinizing languidly on 
the hotel-steps, sucking its teeth, or twisting the hair that hangs 
about its face, at the same time having a bit of innocent sport with 
old beggars, and astonishing the people from Peoria and other wild 
and uncultivated places, by a display of reckless familiarity with 
organ-girls; now at the free lunch, making up for the accidental 
loss of breakfast. and looking out for the ‘‘ angel unawares” that 
bar-rooms sometimes entertain ; now on the road, behind a horse 
whose worn ribs the foam conceals, doing the best of livery speed, 
on a magnificent promise to the proprietor ; now at the theatre, 
now somewhere else we will not mention. 

The favorite food of the Man About Town is Time. This it con- 
sumes in great quantities, first killing it. Its appetite is insatiable 
and will not be appeased with the honest hours of leisure and recre- 
ation. It craves the hours that are brightest with hope, the hours 
that are most golden with promise, the hours that are most solemn 
with duty. 

No useful purpose can be conceived in this animal creation. 
It gladdens with no song of promise, it enhances the value of the 
vital heritage with no generous contribution. Unable to assign 
any better reason for its existence, naturalists have decided that 
the purpose of Providence in allowing it a place in the scale of 
being was that it might serve as a melancholy warning, and thus 
we hope fulfi ling the divine design it may meet with its reward. 
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THOUVENEL. 


Of all the ‘‘splendid names’’ that have had their rise within the 
past year or two, that of ‘THouveneL seems to me the greatest. A 
smooth, good-looking name, easy to pronounce ( 7vovenel) and sweet 
under the tongue. The gentleman who bears it is sublime, and like 
most sublimites, a mystery. He is a lofty and enormous person— 
a man of power and wisdom. 

He understands the Italian question ! 

He writes ‘letters of instruction’? to Count Cavour ! 

He speaks of the Government of France, as ‘‘ We!”’ 

He has received the Morocco Embassy to France, headed by the 
Chief Embassador Haps-Driz-Ban-Driz—a sort of colored Sumtz- 
Boossen ! , 

Ah, who would not be THouvenet ! 








His long documents on the European imbroglio generally and 
the Italian difficulty particularly, are the most profound and incom- 
prehensive writings we have ever read, not even excepting the 
Herald leaders on toreign affairs. We reverence the man who can 
write so much and so inexplicably on that copious and sphynx-like 
subject. We admire Srepuen H. Brancn ; we appreciate the Sunday 
editors ; we do not dislike Banxs’ political speeches, nor the novels 
of Heeuan Metvittz, but we adore THouvenet. Long may he 
wave ! 
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HE SHOULD BE AN ACTOR. 

Dr. BELLows’ PRayers.—The Cincinnati Daily News, in an editorial which has 
for its text a recent sermon delivered by Dr. Bettows, in that city, says of the 
prayer which preceeded it : 

‘*Dr, Bettows is a cultivated elocutionist. His opening prayer at the evening 
service on Sunday was a finished and artistic piece of execution. 1t has often 
occurred to us that our preachers might vastly increase their power over their 
hearers by taking lessons of elocution from the theatre, providing it could be done 
without ruining their standing in the church, which of course can not be done in 
this city, especially if they should happen to sit in the pit with boatmen and com- 
mon people. But actors of fame might have improved their art by taking a lesson 
from Dr. BELLOws’ execution of that prayer.’’—- World. 


Look at that now! copied into the World—the organ of the Ful- 
ton-steet Diily Prayer Meeting! Organ of Mr. and Mrs. PecksniFF 
and the youthful Pecksyirrs! Organ of Sabbatarian committees ! 
Organ whose chiefest piety consists in not advertising theatrical 
performances! Organ that ignores SHAKxESPERE and BovucicauLrt, 
McKean and Forrest, Stppons and Cusaman, Tom TayLor and 
BrouauaM, Macegapy, and Lesrer WALLACK, CHARLES MATHEWS, and 
Jerrerson, Madame Vesrris and Laura Keensz, Scrise and Mort. 
Tompson, PLancue and O’Brien! Oh! oh! Positively we must 
exclaim once more, oh! oh! For shame! Fie! Out uponit! Ugh! 
Take it away! Coverit up! Stop its noise! Do! 

Now what has the World got to say for itself, Eh? What is the 
difference between admiring the clocution of a prayer and the 
elocution of ‘* To be or not to be,’’ ‘‘ Lay on Macpurr,” or ‘ Cruis- 
keen Lin’’? we would like to know. Does the World dare to use 
50 potent a weapon of Satan as theatrical attitudes and gesture, 
when pouring forth a heartfelt prayer to Heaven? Would the 
effect of the prayer be heightened above? But then, after all, there 
are sour grapes on the vine, for of course a clergyman’s standing 
in the Church would be ruined, at least so far as city congregations 
are concerned, were he to attend a theatre for the purpose of per- 
fecting his oratory. So it can’t be did, as the critic says. 

After sitting alongside of boatmen, newsboys and peanut venders, 
his odor of sanctity would be impaired and the whole face of his 
moral nature, as we once heard an earnest preacher say, *‘irretriev- 
ably smashed.’’ One sitting in a pit would damage his character 
more thin riding a dozen times in an omnibus beside genteel 
gamblers, unblushing women, and white-headed Wall-street swin- 
dlers, wouldn't it? 

The shining lights of bis parish would raise ‘Otp Nen’ if he (Dr. B.) 
were to meet them at Nrero’s or Laura Keene's. They are all pri- 
vileged to partake of the vanities and follies of this world, while he 
is not, even though he were to do*it piously, d a AmMtnaDaB SLEEK. 

But, fastidious reader, please mark the closing sentence of the 
paragraph quoted. ‘But actors of fame might have improved their 
art by taking a lesson from Dr. Bettows’ execution of that prayer.”’ 
What do you think of that? ‘The World objects to the stage, and 
in the same breath, endorses a bit of advise to actors, which if 
followed, would surely render their performances doubly attractive. 
This is truly the astonishment of the season. 

** Don’t go to the theatre, dear people,’’ says the World, ‘‘ because 
itis wicked to do so. Messrs. BLake, Watcot, Jerrerson, SMIrH, 
and Davenport, if you want to improve your acting, put more 
money in your pockets, and help send more souls to tophet ju-t 
call round some Sunday and take a look at Dr. Bettows when 
making a prayer. You needn’t mind the religion, or the moral 
part of his discourse, only observe his attitude, the roll of his eyes, 
the trembling of his voice, the quantity of his accent, the ebb and 
flow of his silvery tones, the sigh for mercy, the exulting shout of 
thanksgiving, and the sublime enunciation of his ‘Amen!’ Do 
cone round won't you? Our folks can’t goto see you, for you are 
sinners and low actors, but never mind that, you come and see our 

pulpit performer.” 

As we remarked in the beginning, oh! och! Forshame! Fie! 
Out upon such hypocritical trash ! we refuse seeing any sense in it, 
and are satisfied to have Pecxsyirr call us wicked. 

chip tigate 


Political Motley. 


The Republican nomination has produced an odd chromatological 
metamorphosis. Lixcoun Green is now considered a Party-Color. 
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WHAT WE HAVE IN STORE FOR THE PEOPLE. 


SUCCESSION of 
ex citements 
has occured 
during the 
past few 
months. 
First there 
was the news 
of the great 
Fight at 
Farnboro, 
then came 
the little 
Fight in 
Printing 
House square 
after that 
the ovation 
to the Japs, 
next the ar- 
rival of the 
GreatEastern 
and lastly 
the return of 
Conqueror 
HEENAN esq. 
There were, 
it is true, a 
few lesser 
matters that received a fair amount of notice from the Public. Such 
as the Chariston, Chicago and Baltimore Conventions, the Fulton- 
Street Daily Prayer Meeting,the Rage of Boston because the Embassy 
declined seeing its rural Elephants (including the Atlantic Monthly 
and Mr Everett of the Ledger) at any price, the Comet, the Fourth 
of July, the Eyricut, the Worms in the Parks, the World news- 
paper, the Spingler Elopement, the Fourth Ward Trustees, the Her- 
mit at Nixon’s, the Hot Weather, the Boone, the Infant-Lambert, 
the What Is It? and so on; but these were over-shadowed by those 
first mentioned. May be the Prince of Wales will tend to keep our 
curiosity up when he comes here, but it is not yet certain that he 
will. 

Now we know very well that people must have something to talk 
about, to read about, to run after, to gaze upon, to ovate, lionize and 
drive to the verge of distraction and back again, and that some- 
thing must be got up expressly for this purpose, in the event of noth- 
ing turning up of its own accord. We are bound that the popular 
wish shall be gratified so far as lies in our power. Ifthe ‘limbuctoo 
King refuses to send an embassy to this country,if the Prince of Wales 
won’t snub Boston (likewise the Atlantic Monthly and Mr Evererr 
of the Ledger) if the Spingler Institute don’t improvise another 
elopement, why, then Vanity Farr will be most happy in providing 
for the general interest as follows. 

We will procure and exhibit a deputation of Jerseymen to act as 
ambassadors from the Trenton Government to ours at Washington, 
or a pair of black tom cats, each four hundred feet in length, or a 
man of note who is not a Bostonian, ora bigger fool than Alder- 
man—exactly !—or an uglier specimen of face than ABE Lincoxn’s 
or a@ more impudent politician than Onyx Eyes, or a set of greater 
block-heads than the Fourth Ward School Trustees, or a more envi- 
ous crowd of folks than the Philadelphia crowd, or a vessel three 
barley corns larger than the Great Eastern, or a more disappointed 
man than Wa H. Sewarp, or a more dangerous ferry than Christo- 
pher-street ferry,or a prettier girl than any who goto Rev. BeEcuER’s 
Churck,or a more prolific dramatist than Dion B, or a more barefaced 
swindler than Joun E. Enricut,or a more appropriate wearer of the 
white feather than Rocer A. Pryor, or an animated jelly-cake, 
or an omnibus horse that never fell on the Russ, or a country 
clergyman whose congregation pay him as much salary as would 
keep five of their fast young men in cigars, or a dog with a sorrow- 
ful tail, or a Mormon who never had a wife, or a more modest 
man than Bennett suddenly became when he gave a féte champetre 
to the Japs, and said nothing about it in the Herald, or a winking 
mosquito, or an Irishman who is a politician, or a red rhinoceros, 
or something equally new, startling and absurd. When the time 
comes our curtain shall rise. 
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ANOTHER GRAND RECEPTION. 


With all the festive vim of a decidedly great people, we have done 
the Japanese, are doing the Great Eastern, and, with a whetted 
appetite, are only waiting to do the Prince or Waters, whenever it 
shall please his Ma to send him to be did. 
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We must not however flatter ourselves that we have performed 
the whole duty of man. Great ends are yet to be achieved, and 
great men to be received. The American Eagle must have room to 
spread itself Shall the British Lionexult alone over its great? 
Shall a bloated British aristocracy shower gold and build images of 
silver, life size, to its Savers unrebuked? (Vide European News by 
the Adriatic; Herald 1st inst.) No! Let our citizens in every part 
of the world feel that distinguishing themselves abroad is equivalent 
to distinction at home. With this view before us we call upon 
Americans to stand ready, and after having done fistic honor in ac- 
cordance with the programme in another column, to Joun C. HEENAN, 
the half-sheil representative of the boisterous, clamorous, and 
muscular governing classes, let them turn their attention to another 
countryman.—E 1 Boges. 

From the China Chronicle of April 12th, published at Whampoa 
we take some record of the illustrious Boges, our eminent fellow 
citizen who is so soon to be among us. 

Eur Boaes, the notorious Yankee pirate, whose late career is well known to our 
readers, and who was sentenced to imprisonment for life, in lieu of hanging, for 
murder, rapine and violence, is to be liberated. His freedom has been obtained 
through the intercession of the American Consul. He will be sent to America by 
the first ship the captain of whichis willing to take him. One, we are told, declined 
the honor of accepting so worthy a passenger. It is said that illness has greatly 
borne him down, and it was expected he would not have lived another six months 
if kept in prison. 

Shall Bocas come unreceived? Are we so lost to our dignity as 
not to recognize native talent in whatever line it may develope ? 
Here we have the embodiment of a spirit that has sought conquest 
even under the heats of an East Indian Sun, which has levied tri- 
bute from John Chinaman, and made even the British Lion to 
tremble for his trading boats. Shall he be suffered to land upon 
his native soil, unhonored and unsung? Forbid it, Spirit of Seventy 
Six! Forbid it, ye advocates of the extension of the area of Free- 
dom! Let it never be said in the long future that the fame of 
America was extended to the China Seas, and that its extender re- 
turned to his native land without a reception. Let BooLx be imme- 
diately formed into a committee to receive Ext Bocas. 

ee 


INCONSISTENT ALREADY. 


It may or may not be remembered by our readers, that the World 
newspaper set out onits ‘‘ venerable career,’’ as Mr. Epwakrp 
Everett would say, with a firm resolution to be tremendously 
honest. It was going to have a good assortment of first-class prin- 
ciples, and had engaged a member of the Young Men’s Christian 
Association expressly to do the conscience part of the business. 
Indeed, we have heard that it could not afford a Conscience Editor 
und a proof-reader too, so, with extraordinary morality, it preferred 
the former, and let the latter ignominiously slide. 

If we recollect—and we think we do—the World declared, in its 
initial number, that : 

‘¢The first business of every press is to be true to itself—true to its own con- 
science. It must have a conscience, or else not have a character ; and if no 
character, no influence.”’ 

We now intend to convict the World out of its own mouth, and 
thus to prove it a journal without character or influence! 

Gentlemen of the World, we have a strange habit, quite unknown 
to you, of paying very good prices for very good matter—two inati- 
tutions of which you seem painfully ignorant. We have, also, a 
prejudice in favor of*the belief that when we pay for anything, it 
is our property. Many pious people do not entertain this faith, 
but we do, without laying claim to any especial piety above that 
of good works. 

Well, we buy jokes, and squibs, among other matter, and fancy 
that they are our own. They are written expressly for us, and 
paid for by our munificent and lordly publisher. But the World 
doesn't see it. The World quietly nips our little innocent jokes, 
— even has the fairness to put ‘‘Vanity Fair’’ after them as 
credit. 

Where is your ‘‘ conscience,’’ gentlemen of the World? Why are 
you not “true to it,’’ as you said it was “the business of every 
press’’ to be? It is ghastly to see any attempt whatever at mirth- 
fulness, in a paper like yours, but when you deliberately steal our 
squibs, without even a word to show whence you stole them, we 
object, on the very same grounds laid down by yourselves, concern- 
ing the necessity of conscience to character, and character to in- 
fluence. World, you are a pious old humbug, and we do not 
believe in yon at all. Wecommend you to examine a certain 
antique book, now in our possession, which, in a portion called 
Exodus, gives the following advice, twentieth chapter, fifteenth 
verse, commonly called the Eighth Commandment : 


“Thon shalt not steal.” 








———_—____., 
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SUMMER SOLITUDE IN NEW YORK. 
No. 1. 
Lone Man.—‘‘ THaT Boor's FINISHED, IS IT? —WELL, NEVER MIND THE 
OTHER ; THE Jierald SAYS THAT THERE IS NOBODY IN TOWN.”” 











THE GREAT EASTERN. 
Opinions oF ‘‘ THE UNDERSIGNED.”’ 

I have been to see the Great Eastern. 

One fine morning last week, THe AmBRostaL and Tur UNDERSIGNED 
did procure reporters’ passes, and did take a Bleecker-street stage, 
for the purpose of lending their countenances to that comely aquatic 
monument of skill and taste, the Big Ship. 

There were three young women and two men in the stage, beside 
us, and I could not help feeling somehow, as if they too were going 
to see the Great Eastern. In fact, I felt as if ‘‘all the world, if not 
‘the restof mankind,’’ (vide old Zack) were going to see the Great 
Eastern. Rut when the omnibus (I hate omnibuses) stopped at the 
corner of Hammond-street, and the driver shouted through the 
pay-hole, ‘‘ Anybody for the Great Eastern?’’ I found that Tue 
AMBROSIAL and myself were the only ones who alighted. 

The others pursued their way in absurd apathy, as if the Triumph 
of Mind over Matter were of no consequence and the Great Eastern 
were not at the foot of Hammond-street. As we approached that 


henceforth classic haven, we descried tall spars, making themselves * 


loftily conspicuous above the sheds, tents, and booths that infest 
the vacant lots thereabout. Both of us began to commence to pre- 
pare to get ready to become enthusiastic. The flush of excitement 
glowed upon our manly cheeks, and our willing note-books were 
sought by tremulous hands. 

We threaded our devious way through the crowd of unwashed 
persons who try to sell lemonade, peaches, and lager-bier from 
ricketty impromptu tables, and saw a long, long, long, long black 
hull, striped with white, surmounted by many masts and smoke- 
stacks, lying in unconscious majesty and twenty-seven feet of water, 
at the end of the dock. 

We smothered our feelings and showed our passes, on which we 
were permitted to enter the vessel through a square gangway near 
the stern. At the foot of the stairs that led to the deck, wasa 
turnstile, through which I was unceremoniously shoved by a man 
with buttons. THe AmBrostaL, on the contrary, was seized by 
another man—an elderly nautical person—and smuggled through 
a side entrance, where he had to leave his autograph in a book, for 
some reasons unknown. 

This mysterious operation over, we rejoined each other, and went 
up on deck. 

It was wide. It waslong. It was spacious. It suggested prom- 
enades and quadrilles. The G. E. would be a splendid craft for 
moonlight excursions around Staten Island, such as I used to enjoy 
on the Thomas Hunt. There wasn’t room on the Hunt's decks, I 
remember, for ALIce and me to waltz, but there would be, here. 





Tue AmpBrostAt, fired with marine enthusiasm,mounted the raised 
platform where the steering apparatus was, and I followed. There 
were many large wheels, and many large compasses, which we 
examined closely. Not much variety about them. ‘The wheels 
were all alike, and the compass-needles all pointed one way. I 
remarked this, and Taz AmsrosiaL, whose father is a jolly Ancient 
Mariner, chid me hilariously for my ignorance of that useful but 
impassive instrument, the compass. ‘Then we leaned over the taff- 
rail, and looked away down the sheer depth of iron wall, to the 
water, far below. 

‘* For the first time,’’ observed my friend, ‘‘I realize where I am. 
This,” he added, solemnly, ‘‘ is the Great Eastern !’’ 

‘* Yes,” I replied, ‘‘ and this is the Great Stern.’’ 

We then journeyed forward, over the vast prairie of deck, stop- 
ping to glance at the smiling villages of houses for the accommoda- 
tion of the donkey-engine, the officers, and such. One of these, 
the captain’s house, I believe, we looked into, and found it charm- 
ing. It had an elegant parlor, with polished grate, marble mantel, 
mirrors, pictures, carpet, clock, sideboard—the luxuries of the sea 
and the season, in fact. A nice, cosey little bedroom adjoined, 
wherein sat a handsome, gentlemanly person, with buttons. I 
fancied him to be Captain J. Vinz Haut, and no doubt he was all 
my fancy painted him. I was glad he was good-looking. The G.E. 
deserves a good-looking captain. 

Ascending to the top of what THz Amprostat called the ‘‘starbud” 
paddlebox, we had an excel'ent view of the whole vast bulk—the 
expansive deck—the long rows of large boats hanging on each side 
—the lofty masts and chimneys above—the long lines of the bow, 
stretching far into the South and the long lines of the stern, 
stretching far into the North. We were particularly struck with 
the symmetry and grace of these lines. Notwithstanding the enor- 
mous size of the ship, she as light, as elegant, and as graceful as a 
sea-nymph, or the pretty GALE sisters in a pas de deux. And that 
is saying a good deal. She seems wonderously strong and staunch, 
too, but I say, if she should be wrecked, what a tremendous wreck 
she would make, eh? 

After a visit to the extreme tip of her nose, we returned and 
went below, to the First Dining Saloon, a plain neat hall, where a 
very fair brass band were discoursing very solemn music. Here 
also were several enterprising gentlemen who had no end of ‘Great 
Eastern Waltzes,’’ and ‘‘ Great Eastern Polkas,’’ for sale, each 
ornamented with a highly-colored lithographic titlepage, very 
unlike the Great Eastern. ‘Thence we visited the Grand Saloon, a 
beautiful and orientally-luxurious place, with large mirrors, gold- 
figured paper, arabesque paintings, soft carpets, chandeliers, and 
rich furniture. It wassplendid. Itwasgorgeous. It was thunder- 
ing comfortable. 

So were the staterooms, at the sides of this saloon. Nice little 
rooms, with four or six berths, wide and reposeful—tables—nice 
washstands—long velvet-cushioned sofas, and everything as neat as 
a pin. I wouldn’t be one particle disgusted, if the Directors were 
to offer one of those staterooms to Tum AmprosiAL and Tue UNDER- 
SIGNED for an excursion somewhere. 

Leaving these delights, we braved a narrow and tortuous stair- 
way to the Engine Room. Here were enormous masses of iron, 
some polished and some painted green Great wheels, and shafts, 
and cylinders, and screws, and bolts, and couplings — ponderous 
affairs, which under certain circumstances, would materially assist 
in producing the tremendous wreck I have mentioned. If those 
iron things got to sloshing around loose, I should desire to be set 
on shore immediately. Tur Amprostat hazarded the opinion that the 
engine was a Big Thing, and I thought that was About the Size of 
It. When we had satisfied our curiosity and got a good deal of 
grease on our hands from the stair-rails, we went forward again, 
and penetrated into the bowels of the leviathan, down five pairs of 
stairs. Each story grew lower and more dismal, like the stories in 
the Sunday papers, till the last, which was dark, and smelt pun- 
gently of tarred oakum—a scent which rendered Tue AMBROSIAL 
aquatically gleeful again, reminding him, as it did, of a certain 
semi-marine loft in the house of his father, the Ancient Mariner, 
wherein were stored the nautical properties of that pleasant Gen- 
tleman. 

We had now about exhausted the charms of the G. E., and began 
to feel tired, so we took a last lingering look around, and departed 
through another square gangway, near the bow. From the shore, 
the G. E. presents a very striking view, calculated, as the reporters 
say, to excite mingled feclings of admiration and awe. I wish, 
however, that somebody would paint her chimneys a better color. 
They are now of a faded cream tint, like a new meerschaum. Per- 
haps, like that, they will require a color when they have been 
smoked more. 

In conclusion, my opinion of this vessel may be stated in the 
words of many advertisements She is ‘‘a new and commodious 


steamer,’ and I am Px J 
The VUndersiqned. 
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SABBATARIAN GRAMMAR. 


AVING been ren- 
dered idiotic by the 
perusal of a letter, 
published in one of 
the heavy dailies, we 
must be pardoned if 
we make some idiotic 
remarks thereon. 

As nearly as we can 
make out, somebody 
has been annoyed by 
a concert-saloon per- 
formance near his 
house, and wants the 
heavy daily before 


mentioned, todo some- 
thing. But behold 
the extraordinary 


manner in which this 
somebody goes about 
the task of letting the 
World know these 
facts! He begins a 
long way off, and 
stumbles toward the 
mark in this a fshion: 

“ T read with great in- 
terest your praiseworthy 
endeavor to resist, by the 
influence of your excellent 
journal, the attempts being 
made to desecrate the com- 
forts of a quiet well ordered 
Sabbath, by the introduc- 
tion of those offensive con- 
certs,—the glaring light of 
cigar and other stores— 
kept open in defiance of 
the laws.’’ 

Why “the glaring 
light of cigar and 
other stores” should 
be designated as 
“those offensive con- 
certs,” rather puzzles us. How the “introduction” of lights, alone, 
can “desecrate the comforts of a quiet, well ordered Sabbath” 
too, may be a problem to some of our sane readers, but we have 
not sufficient reason left to explain it. 

Our Sphynx-like and Eleusinian Sabbath-keeper goes on to be- 
come more explicit, though haidly more lucid :— 





feeling that our views on the point are entirely agreeing, I beg_to call 
your attention to the ‘‘New hall,”’in Broadway, near Bleecker street hitherto 
known as —— hal),and has been used for political meetings. But judge of the offence 
to myself and family, upon returning from church last Sunday evening, to hear 
the clash of noisy instruments, and the screaming, in a loud female voice—some 
ballad, I suppose ; for I immediately closed my ‘‘house’s ears,’’ and went to the 
front rooms, feeling more discomposed than I can explain, and could not retire to 
rest till it ceased. 





The construction of that first sentence defies competition. He 
begs to call the editor’s attention to the New — hall, and has 
been used for political meetings! We are really very glad to hear 
it, though we are not quite sure what it is we have heard. His 
second sentence is plainer. We are to judge of the offence to him- 
self and family, upon returning from church to hear the clash of 
noisy instruments, ete. Why did he return to hear said clash, 
then? And,if not impertinent, might we inquire what the offence 
is, of which we are to judge? 

lt may not be very clear, either, that connection between his 
closing his “house’s ears,” and his supposition that the screaming 
in a loud female voice was “some ballad,” but he is evidently satis- 
fied with it, so we cannot object. Still, we must say that this 
clause does not render us the least assistance in judging of the offence 
to himself and family. Perhaps we shall get more light —a whole 
“concert” of “glaring light,” it may be—from the next statement :— 





“The nuisance continues nightly till 12 o’clock, and the windows open ; and, by 
the advertisment, it is to be extensively carried out. It will seriously interfere 
with the peace and quiet of many families, for it embraces a large square of ground, 
and the houses cannot avoid hearing the loud music and singing.”’ 


Ah! The nuisance continues till midnight, “and the windows 
open”. Of course the windows open. They are all made so as to 
open, now-a-days. ‘And by the advertisment, it will be extensively 
carried out.” Does this refer to the ballad, the opening of the 


ee 





windows, the advertisement, or—lucky thought !—to the nuisance ? 
There is no positive internal evidence that it does not refer to the 
nuisance, so weshall believe it does, for the present. We wish, how- 
ever, that this writer had been a little more circumspect in his 
treatment of the word “and.” We fancied, from the first, that he 
would get into difficulty with it,and now we see that it has bothered 
him a good deal more than the performances in the “ New 
hall and has been used for political meetings.” 

Taking it for granted that the nuisance is referred *o, we find 
that “it embraces a large square of ground, and the houses cannot 
avoid hearing the loud music and singing.” Verily! Walls have 
ears, then,at last! Arr-ears perhaps. In the language of builders, 
a chimney, a tower, a wall, or even a whole house, may Cant, as 
effectually as this gentle and ungrammatical Sabbatarian, but we 
hardly imagined that such canting could be heard by any other 
house, even though it were an Auricular Hospital. 

We have no heart to copy the end of this letter, and the weather 
is too hot for affuirs of honor, or we should demand an immediate 
explanation, on behalf of the English Language—an ins‘itution 
that has done us many kind services before now. In conclusion, 
however, we must insist upon this gentleman’s closer observance 
of his principles. As he evidently considers the Sabbath a day 
for total peace and silence, so far as possible, let him hereafter keep 
as silent about it as he possibly can. 

ae ee 


HOW WE MEAN TO Do IT. 


We have always emphatically declared that we were not above 
receiving instruction; for what saith the wise man of old? ‘‘ ‘Thou 
art never too ancient to listen unto the words of wisdom.’”’ 

With this great guiding star for our faith, we have been watch- 
ing with anxious eyes, the course of the Trustees appointed to erect 
a monument in Independence Square, Philadelphia. We knew 
from the first that these gentlemen would do something, and they 
have g ne and been and done it. After having wisely concluded 
beforehand how much the monument shall cost, they have with a 
financial acumen, beyond praise, laid down the law concerning 
the amount each state shall contribute. New York is mulcted in 
the sum of $50,490, while Pennsylvania pays only $38,250. Massa- 
chuset’s must fork over $10,830, while New Jersey is let up with 
$7,650. Not content with laying down the law as to the sum 
required, our financiers also imperatively name the day on which it 
must be paid ; one fourth on July Ist, 1861, the balance in three 
equal instalments on the first day of each succeeding year. 

Now that we ho'd to be emphatically the way to do it, and, 
fur her, we decla’e it to be our intention todo likewise. For many 
months we have felt that the growing importance of our journal 
required room in which to swell. In plain terms we want an oftice, 
a new office. The Times, the World, the Duily News, and various 
other obscure sheets, revel in brown stone, white marble and archi- 
tectural iron ; why should not we? ‘lo that end we would inform the 
differeut states and cities—without caring whether they are the ori- 
ginal Jacoss or no—that we have concluded on the cost of our new 
building, and apportion theamounts among them as follows: Phila- 
delphia, which by the consolidation takes in rather more than three 
quarters of the state, $22,847; Virginia, exclusive of Rocer A. Pry- 
or, $12,912; Massachusetts, exclusive of Boston, which we mean to 
tax at a small percentage on its own valuation, $6,534. We tlatter 
ourselves that we shall make rather a good thing out of Boston. 
New Jersey—wanting the cultivation which we only can impart— 
$45.789. Beyond these items we shall proceed no farther at present, 
but wait until the sums we need have been paid in. In our judg- 
ment the money will be required in the following instalments, and 
we call for them in this order: One-fourth, on the lst day of 
August next, and the remaining three-fourths as soon as possible 
after. 'The design and location of our new office is not yet settled 
on, but that need not deter those mentioned above from imme- 
diately sending on the funds. 

We earnestly hope that our way of doing it will please Philadel- 
phia and induce her to immediately respond. There is no higher 
compliment to pay genius than to copy its works. 


—_——$ a —___ * 





In a Tight Place. 


Our Tammany reporter informs us that some Cesperate attempts 
were made recently in the old Wigwam to read Woop out of the 
Democratic Party, but that they failed in consequence of the lead- 
ing officials being unable to read—a circumstance which compelled 
them to leave Frrnanpo in for a Spell. 


We Think So. 


Mrs. Joun Woon’s photograph ought to be good, for she Takes 
Well everywhere. 
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603 & 605 CHESTNUT STREET, 
PHILADELPHIA. 


MFN AND BOYS CLOTHING, 


Of the finest fabrics and most fashionable make. 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL, 


To which we invite the attention of the public. 


FRENCH’S CONICAL 
WASHING © 
MACHINE. 

Price only Ten 

Dollars. 


One woman, with this 
simple, compact, durable, 
efficient, and 









easily and perfectly do the 
washing of an ordinary 
fam'ly before breakfast. 

‘this is the only machine that will wash all kinds of | 
clothes perfectly without injury. It has been tested in | 
the laundry of French’s Hotel and elsewhere, with all | 
other washing machines making any pretensions to 
novelty, and has, in many instances, performed its 
work in less than half the time required by any other, | 
and much more thoroughly and satisfactorily. 

It will wash a single handkerchief, collar, lace sleeve, | 
six shirts, or all of these articles together, without the | 
necessity of soaking or boiling. | 

These results are produced by the constant reaction | 
of the suds, and not by friction of rubbing surfaces. It | 
is admirably adapted for introduction into houses | 
with stationary tubs, as it may be enclosed and con- 
nected with the waste and water pipes, and will | 
make an important feature in houses ‘‘with all the mod- 
ern improvements.”’ i 

In Families, Laundries, Hotels, Boarding-houses, Hos- | 
pitals, Asylums, Boarding-schools, on Ships and Steam- | 


ers, and in the Army, it will be found unequalled and | 


indispensable. 

This machine may be seen in operation at the laundry | 
of French’s Hotel, and at the depot, No. 419 Broadway, 
corner of Canal-street. 

PRICE ONLY TEN DOLLARS. 
Entire satisfaction given, or the money returned. 
N. B.—The undersigned, Proprietors, are now pre- 

pared to organize agencies for the sale of these machines 


in all parts of the country,and to supply orders to | 


any extent. 
Agents wanted in all parts of the United States. 


Send for a Circular. 
Address Box 2,893 Post Office. P, & R. FRENCH. 


| cuts are spoiled on the press. 


VANITY FATR. 
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THE NEW ILLUSTRATED 
HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL 
JOURNAL. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

“The Punch of America.”"—N. Y. Herald, Jan. 19 

** Tf such a work can succeed, Vaniry Fair will and 
ought to do so. It has a good corps of writers, whose 
contributions promise to be set on a aill and shine ac- 
cordingly.”?---N. ¥. Tribune. 

“ Vanity Fair is the best experiment of the bind yet 
made in the country The paper has already coniain- 


| .d many things worthy of Punch in his brightest days, 
| nor is this surprising when it is known that some of the 


best wits and most graceful writers in the country con- 


| tribute to its pages.”—N. FY. Evening Post. 


‘« There is a good deal in a name, and this name is, 
to our mind, better than Punck. The illustrations in 
Vanity Fair have been the best ever produced ina 


| comic paper in thie country. They are beautifully 


drawn, carefully engn. ved, and not so entirely spoiled 
in the printing as, in many illustrated papers, wood- 
If this paper shall con- 
tinue, as it has begun, to take a high meral tone, to 
keep its pages scrupulously free from the too comuuon 


| wit whose only point is its vulgarity, toattack fearlessly 


and conscientiously the follies of the times, there will 
be a fair chance of its pushing its way to success and 
fame.’’—The Independent (N. Y*) 


“The object of Vanity Fair is a good one, and the 
parties engaged in it, so far as we are informed, are 
admirably qualified for their work.’’—N. ¥. Saturday 

ress, 


“This new comic paper has passed the trying ordea! 
of success, and is most decidedly entitled to the sup- 
port of all those who love pure wit, dashed off from 
the pen or pencil.”’"—N. ¥. Daily News. 

‘There is vim in Vastry Farr. Its illustrations are 
equal to those wh.ch have made Punch a power in the 
metropolis of England , and in fun, piquancy of man- 


| ner, terseness and humor it equals its great trans-At- 


lantic cotemporary.”’—N. Y. Dispatch. 

“ Fspecially creditable, both in matter and appear- 
ance.”’—N. FY. Sunday Times. 

‘* Its illustrations are superior to any that have here- 
tofore appeared. .. . . The literary portion of the 
number is varied and entertaining.’’—Boston Courier. 

“Vanity Fair promises life and usefulness.”—N. F¥. 
| Leader. 
| ¢¢Vantry Farr bids fair to become one of the ‘ pe- 
| culiar institutions’ of the day.”"—N. Y. Sunday Mer- 
cury. 

“That would certainly be a very mild criminal code 
which should prescribe nothing worse to take than 
Vanity Fark. We wouldn’t mind being shut up our- 
| selves, for a time, in such companionship.’’— National 
| Anti-Slavery Standard. 

‘Tt greatly excels any sim‘lar American publication, 
and is quite equal to Charivari or Punch.’’—American 





| ee JOB AND NEWSPAPER 
PRINTING. 





THE UNDERSIGNED having a good) assortment of 
type, is ready to contract for 


NEWSPAPER WORK, 


and to receive orders for the printing of 


BOOKS, 
PAMPHLETS, 
CARDS, 
HANDBILLS, 


POSTERS, 
BILLHEADS, &c., 
OF EVERY VARIETY AND STYLE, 
At the lowest Cash Prices. 
WILLIAM E. CHAPIN, 


Vanity Fair OFFicr, 
No. 113 Nassau-street 


public (Macon, Ga.) 
‘+ Pungent and humorous, and shows 
$ 99. _Fasstent 





much ability in 
its editorial ma le Journal. 

| ‘¢ The whole affair is exceedingly clever.’’—Philadel- 

| phia Evening Bulletin. 

| ‘¢ There is no small degree of smartness in Vanrry 

| Far.’’—Philadelphia Press. 

‘© Vaniry Fair is the most piquant of hebdomadals. 
We could wish that it might sweep out of existence 
every other comic periodical we have.’’—Buffalo Daily 
Courier. . 

“ Far in advance of any similar publications which 
have heretofore appeared in this country.’’—New 
Hampshire Gazette. 

‘«The original articles possess much greater merit 
than we usually find in journals of this class.’’—Peort- 
land Transcript. 


“It bids fair te be very popular, and gives evidence 
of a high order of literary and artistic talent.’’—Hun- 
terdon (N. J.) Republican. 

“Though scarcely two months old, ‘It stalks the 
earth and awes the world around.’’ Its Illustrations 
tinge even the cheeks of Punch. Its onslaught on 
vice and folly makes it a terror to knaves and feols.’’— 
Justice Whitley’s Circuit Judge. 

“ We heartily welcome Vanity Farr to our literary 
repast, and shall look greedily for each weekly num- 
ber.’’—Archilects’ and Mechanics’ Journal. 

“Capital and full of fun.””—Cincinnati Commercial. 

‘*Comes nearer the object than any of its predeces- 
sors.’’—NVewark Daily Advertiser. 

* One of the cleverest and brightest papers of the 
kind. .... The wittiest writers and artists of New- 
| York contribute to it.’’—Providence Journal. 














“This is the first really clever comic and satirical 
journal we have had in America—and really clever it 
is. It.is both sharp and good-tempered, and not 
afraid to say that its soul is its own—which shows that 
it has a soul. Our readers will be glad to know where 
they can find native fun that has something better in 
it than mere patois.”’—Atlantic Monthly. 

‘This paperis excellent... . . 
inality.”"—N. Y. Traveller. 


‘* Vanity Farr is conducted by a vivacious, witty and 
intelligent corps of journalists.’’—Litchfield (Conn.) 
Enquirer. 


Remarkable for orig- 


‘* Will wield as potent an influence as that of the 
London Punch.’’—Boston Traveller. 


‘* Whoever finds himself laughing at the wit of 
Vanity Farr, and does not return a quid pro quo. is fit 
for ‘treasons, stratagems, and spoils.’ ’’—N. ¥. Crayon. 





SPECIAL NOTICE. 


The very marked and flattering success which has 
thus far attended the publication of 
VANITY FAIR, 
Enables the publisher to announce that with the com- 
mencemi nt of the Second Volume, issued this day, 


| 30th June, New Features, both Literary and Artistic, 


will be introduced, which will increase the value and 
interest of the paper, and fully maintain the proud 


| position unanimously accorded to it, as the leading 


| and is 





Comic JouRNAL oF AMERICA. 


VANITY FAIR 
IS ISSUED REGULARLY EVERY WE! NESDAY. 
for Sale by all Newsmen, and at the Office 
of Publication, No. 113 Nassau-street, New York. 
TERMS : 
Three dollars per annum, in advance—Six cents sin- 
gle copy. 
TERMS FOR CLUBS: 
Two copies of Vanity Farr will be scent to one ad- 
dress for - - - : ° i - $5 00 
Five copies - : - - - - 
Ten copies - - : . = 


12 00 
20 00 

An Extra copy will be allowed to the getter-up of 
every Club of not less than five copies. 

This paper is Electrotyped, and back numbers may 
be procured at any time. 


TO EDITORS THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY. 


Our exchange list has beccme so large that we shal] 
be obliged to curtail it. Those who desire an exchange 
will please insert the above Special Notice and Terms 
three times, and send marked copies to this office, upon 
receipt of which we will forward the paper for One 
Year. No others will be noticed. 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for the Proprietors, 113 Nassau-street, 
New-York. 





WING & WINANS, 
DEALERS IN 
FOREIGN AND AMERICAN 
NEWSPAPERS, MAGAZINES, 
AND 
STATIONERY, 
OF ALL KINDS, 
418 BROADWAY, CORNER OF CANAL STREET, 
NEW-YORK. 


HH" BONSALL, 
CONVEYANCER, 
No. 416 Walnutestreet, 
PHILADELPHIA 
“DESIGNING AND ENGRAVING. _ 
There is a DESIGNING AND ENGRAVING DEPARTMENT at- 
tached to the Vanity Farr Establishment, for the exe 


cution of Job Work. 
particulars, see another column 
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— ANDREW & FILMER, 


DESIGNERS AND ENGRAVERS ON WOOD, 


In order to meet the increased demands of their New 
York connection, have opened an office at 201 William 
Street, still retaining their Boston Estaalishment. This 
arrangement enables them to avail themselves of the 
best talent of both Cities, in every branch of their 
business. 

Publishers, Authors and Printers can assure them- 
selves of having all work in their Department executel 
in the best style, promptly, and at a reasonable cost. 
JOHN ANDREW. JOHN FILMER. 

201 William Street, New York. 
221 Washington Street, Boston. 





PPLETON’S 


ILLUSTRATED HANDBOOK OF TRAVEL. 
NEW EDITION NOW READY. 


APPLETON’S 
ILLUSTRATED HANDBOOK 
OF 


AMERICAN TRAVEL. 


Part I. Containing THE NORTHERN AND EASTERN 
STATES. $1. 
Part II. Containing THE SOUTHERN AND WESTERN 
STATES. $1. 
The Two Parts bound together. Price $1 50. 





D. APPLETON & CO. 
also Publish 
THE OFFICIAL RAILWAY GUIDE, 
containing the Full Time Tables of all the Railways in 
the United States and Canadas, and 100 Maps. 
Price 25 cents. 
PD. APPLETON & CO., Publishers, 
Nos. 443 and 445 Broadway. 





BABBIT’S SOAP.—Price per Box,QN © 
e Mr. B.T. BABBIT, the well-known Sale-NDe) 
ratus-manufacturer, is bringing out a new and useful 


article of 
SOAP, 


Put up in boxes of 60 pounds each, in 1-pound bars 
price $5 per box. This Soap is rapidly taking the place 
of all other Soaps, wherever introduced. One pound 
will go as far as three pounds of ordinary family Soap. 
It will wash in either hard or salt water ; it does not 
injure the fabric—on the contrary, it preserves it, and 
fixes the colors. It will remove paint, grease,and tains 
of all kinds. But little labor is required where this 
Soap is used. Directions sent in each box for making 
ONE POUND OF THE ABOVE SOAP tyro THREE GAL- 
LONS OF HANDSOME SOFT SOAP. Send for a box 
and give it atrial. If you do not want a whole box 
yourself, get your neighbors to join you, and divide it. 
Believing that no family which has once used this soap 
will ever be without it, and being desirous to have its 
merits widely known, I have made arrangements with 
the proprietors of the following papers (many of whom 
have tried the Soap and know its value) by which I am 
able for the present to offer to any person remitting to 
me $5 on any solvent Bank in the United States, one 
box of the above Soap, and receipt for one year’s sub- 
scription for either of the following New-York papers, 
viz: 

Vastry Fair, 

** The Punch of America.’’—Herald. 
The Weekly Tribune, The Christian Advocate and 
The Weekly Day Book, Journal, 
The Weekly Times, The Scottish American Jour- 
The Weekly Sun, ’ 
The Century, Hankins Family Pictorial. 
The Independent, United States Journal, 
The Examiner, American Agriculturist, 
Or, if preferred, I will send the Semi-Weekly Tribune 
six months, or the Daily Tribune two months. 

Please be particular, and give full directions for 
shipping the goods. Also give the name of your Post- 
Office with the State and County in which you reside. 


Address 
B. T. BABBIT, 
Nos. 64, 66, 68, 70,72, and 74 Washington-st., 
New-York. 
P.S. I will send the Soap without papers on receipt 
20. 





IMPROVED 
BILLIARD TABLES, 
4ND COMBINATION CUSHIONS. 
PHELAN & COLLENDER, 
Sole Manufacturers, 63 to 69 Crosby-st, N. Y. 





EADLE’S DIME NOVELS, NO 1. 


THE BEST STORY OF THE DAY. 
eee cece oeeagegetctecrkreesd 
* BY THE STAR OF AMERICAN AUTHORS. * 
eeeccee cece ceceeeaeaeae ee 6 
MALAESKA : 
THE 
INDIAN WIFE OF THE WHITE HUNTER. 
BY MRS. ANN 8. STEPHENS. 
128 Pages 12mo. Complete only Ten Cents ! ! ! 
IRWIN P. BEADLE & Co. PUBLISHERS, 
141 William St , New York. 
FOR SALE AT ALL NEWS DEPOTS. 


ee NOVEMBER IST, 1859.— 





BALLOU’S 

PATENT IMPROVED FRENCH YOKE SHIRTS.” 

Sent by express to any part of the United States, 
upon receipt, per mail, of the following measures, which 
will insure a pefect fit, for $15,$18, and $24 per 
dozen. No order forwarded for less than half a dozen 
Shirts : 

Ist. Neck, A—the distance around it. 2d. Yoke, 
BtoB. 3d. Sleeve,C toC. 4th. Breast. D to D— 
distance around the body under the armpits. Sth 
Length of shirt, E to E. 

By sending the above measures we can guarantee 
a perfect fit of our new style of the Improved 
French Yoke Shirt. . 

Also, importers and Gealers in Men’s Furnishing 
Goods. 

BALLOU BROTHERS, 
No. 409 BROADWAY, N. Y. 

Wholesale orders solicited. 





ILLS’ BOURBONIA, 


A PURE ARTICLE OF WHISKEY 
DISTILLED LN BOURBON CO. KY., EXPRESSLY FOR US. 
It is the best remedial agent for all Pulmonary com- 


plaints, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS, &c. 
IT IS RECOMMENDED BY ALL PHYSICIANS, 
And is sold by every druggist at 
75 CENTS PER BOTTLE. 
JOHN MILLS & Co., 14 Broadway, Proprietors. 
F.C. WELLS & Co. 116 Franklin-st., 
Wholesale Agents. 














Wevitt & Carin, Printers, “Vanity Fair’’ Printing Office, 113 Nisszau-strast = 








NICKERBOCKER MAGAZINE 
FOR AUGUST 
s ready THIS MORNING at 100’clock. For sale by all 
Booksellers and Periodical Dealers. 
CONTENTS : 
Art. I.—Passions of the Reign of Terror. By Oliver 
S. Leland. 
Il.—Stanzas : “ Amavi.’’ 
Ill. —King Rolf: ADream of a Winter’s Night. 
IV .—An Epitaph : From the Greek. 
V.--Scene at sea : A Fragment. 
VI.—The Valley of the French. 
Vil.—Anacreontic :From Horace. 
VIII.—Captain Garbas : A tale from the French. 
IX.—Lines to the Wood-Flowers. By George Hill. 
X.—Stanzas : ‘‘ Therese.’’ 
XI.—The Observations of Mace Sloper, Esq: 
Second Series. 
XII.—Stanzas : ‘‘ Threnody.”’ 
XII.—Ancient History of Modarn Inventions: Trans- 
lated from the French. By Dr. James 0. Noyes. 
XIV.—Lines : ‘‘ The Wife's Lament.”’ 
XV.—The Unsatisfied : ‘‘ Who is satisfied ?”’ 
XVI.—Pepe: An Authentic Sketch. 
XVII.—Stanzas: He Stilleth the Storm.” 
Literary Notices. 
Editor’s Table. JOHN A. GRAY. 
Publisher, Nos. 16 and18 Jacob-st., N. Y. 





‘Holme Lee is winning for herself a high place in 
the ranks of fiction. Each new tale improves upon its 
predecessor.’’—London Critic. 





Now Ready, 
se fw Re ee 


A FAMILY HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. 
By Holme Lee. 


Author of ‘‘ Against Wind and Tide,’’ ‘‘ Sylvan Holt’s 
Daughter,’’ ‘‘ Maude Talbot,” &c., &c. 


One vol. 12mo., cloth. Price $1. 


Fourth Thousand now ready : 


AGAINST WIND AND TIDE. 
'By Hotme Leg. 
One volume, 12mo., cloth. Price $1. 


WORKS OF HOLME LEE. 
OPINIONS OF THE PRESS: 


‘* The author is a literary artist of no common power. 
It is a model of condensation, without meagreness of 
style.’’—Globe. 


‘A story which, dealing with the ugromantic events 
of everyday life, yet sustains to the end so unflagging 
an interest that few who commence will leave it un- 
finished.”’—Morning Chronicle. 


‘* The characters are developed with admirable truth 
and artistic skill, and lay fast hold of the reader’s 
interest,’’—Leader. 


‘*Great skill is shown in the development of character; 
several of the leading characters are thorough studies, 
and the minor persons have no want of distinctive 
features.’’—Examiner. 


‘* We do not envy the sensibilities of the man to 
whose eyes the perusal of some of those pages would 
bring a dewy dimness—the happy, healthful sympathy 
with sorrow.”’—Philadelphia North American. 


‘“*Tt has all the strength and power of ‘ Adam Bede,’ 
with the refinement and grace which that book lacks.’’ 
Springfield Republican. 


LIFE BEFORE HIM. 
Tue New American Nove. 


One vol. 12mo., cloth. Price $1. 
[From the New-York Evening Post. 

‘* We have read but few works of this class that are 
so truthfully and forcibly written. The erratic artist 
life of some of the characters is happily presented, 
while the deductions of their experience are given in a 
biting, butrollicking manner. The struggles and trials 
of those who seek to rise to eminence, along the some- 
times thorny paths of literature, are well depicted. In 
short, the writer has woven a pleasing fiction from 
purely local subjects, and has performed his task as 
few would have succeeded in doing.’’ 


Ty PrEsS.—‘‘MAUDE Tatnor,’’ ‘‘GILBERT MASSENGER,”’ 
and ‘* THORNEY HaLt.’’? By Hoime Ler. 
Single copies of any of our publications, prepaid by 
mail forthe retail price. Catalogues free. 
W. A. TOWNSEND & Co., Publishers, 
No. 46 Walker st., New-York. 
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